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BARONESS    PERCY.9&c.&c.&c. 


Y"\OWN  in  a  northern  vale  wild  flowrets  grew, 
-*— '  And  lent  new  fweetnefs  to  the  fummer  gale  ; 
The  Mufe  there  found  them  all  remote  from  view, 
Obfcur'd  with  weeds,  and  fcattered  o'er  the  dale. 

O  Lady,  may  fo  flight  a  gift  prevail, 
And  at  your  gracious  hand  acceptance  find  ? 
Say,  may  an  ancient  legendary  tale 
•  Amufe,  delight,  or  move  the  polifh'd  mind  ? 

Surely  the  cares  and  woes  of  human  kind, 
Tho'  (imply  told,  will  gain  each  gentle  ear  : 
But  all  for  you  the  Mufe  her  lay  defign'd. 
And  bade  your  noble  Anceftors  appear; 

She  feeks  no  other  praife,  if  you  commend 
Her  great  protettrefs,  patronefs,  and  friend* 

Vol.  I,  4,  A  AtiVER. 


A  D  V  E  R  T  I  S  E  M  E  N  T. 


T  T  TARKWORTH   CASTLE  in  Northumberland,, 

"*    *      (lands  very  boldly  on  a  neck  of  land  near  the  fea-  9 
fliore,  almofl  furrounded  by  the  river  COQUET. (  called  by  - 
our  old  Latin  Hiflorians,  COQUEDA)  which  runs  with  a   1 
clear   rapid   flream,    but   when   fwolu  with  rains   become* 
violent  and  dangerous. 

About  a  mile  from  the  Cattle,  in  a  deep  romantic  valley, 
are  the  remains, of  a  HERMITAGE  ;  of  which  the   Chapel 
isftill  imire.     This  is  hollowed  with  great  elegance  in  a  cliff 
near  the  river  ;  as  are  alfo  two  adjoining  apartmen's,  which  , 
probably  ferved  for  the  Sacrifty  and  Veftry,  or  were  appro- 
priated to  forne  other  facred  ufes  :  for  the  former  of  the  fe, 
which  runs  parallel  with  the  Chapel,  appears   to  have  had 
an  Altar  in  it,  at  which  Mafs  was  accafionally  celebrated^ 
as  well  as  in  the  Chapel  itfelf. 

Each  of  thefe  apartments  is  extremely  fmall  ;  for  that 
which  was  the  principal  Chapel  does  not  in  length  exceed 
eighteen  feet  ;  nor  is  more  than  feven  feet  and  a  half  in 
breadth  and  height  :  it  is  however  very  beautifully  defign- 
ed  and  executed  in  the  folrd  rock  ;  and  has  all  the  decora- 
tions of  a  compleat  Gothic  Church  or  Cathredral  in  minia- 
ture. 

But  what  principally  diftinguimes  the  Chapel,  is  a  fmall 
Tomb  or  Monument,  on  the  fouth  fide  of  the  altar  :  on  the 
top  of  which,  lies  a  female  ngure  extended  in  the  manner 
that  effigies  are  ufually  exhibited  pray  ing  on  ancient  tombs. 
This  figure,  which  is  very  delicately  defigned,  fome  have 

ignoramly 


in 

igp.orantly  called  an  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary  ;  though  it 
has  not  the  leaft  refemblancc  to  the  manner  in  which  (lie  is 
reprefented  in  the  Romim  Churches  ;  who  is  ufualiy  erePr, 
as  the  objefi  of  adoration,  and  never  in  a  pro  ft  rate  or  recum- 
bent poflurc.  Indeed  the  real  image  of  the  Blefled  Virgin 
probably  flood  in  a  fmall  nich,  flill  vifible  behind  the  altar: 
whereas  the  figure  of  of  a  Bull's  Head,  which  is  rudely  car- 
ved at  this  Lady's  feet,  the  ufual  place  for  the  creft  in  old 
monuments,  plainly  proves  her  to  have  been  a  very  different 
perfonage. 

About  the  tomb  are  feveral  other  figures ;  which,  as  well 
as  the  principal  one  above-mentioned,  are  cut  in  the  natural 
rock,  in  the  fame  manner  as  the  little  Chapel  Jtfelf,  \vith  all 
its  ornaments,  and  the  two  adjoining  apartments.  What 
flight  traditions  are  fcattered  through  the  country  concern- 
ing the  origin  and  foundation  of  this  Hermitage,  Tomb,  &c. 
are  delivered  to  the  Reader  in  the  following  rhimes. 

It  is  umverfally  agreed,  that  the  founder  was  one  of  the 
BERTRAM  family,  which  had  once  considerable  poffeflions 
in  Northumberland,  and  were  anciently  Lords  of  Bothal 
Caftle,  fituate  about  ten  miles  from  Warkworth.  He  has 
been  thought  to  be  the  lame  BERTRAM,  that  endowed 
BRINKBURN  Priory,  and  built  BRENKSHAUGH  Chapel: 
\vhich  both  {land  in  the  fame  winding  valley,  higher  up  the 
river. 

But  BRINKBURN  Priory   was  founded  in  the  reio-n  o 

K.  Henry  I.  *  whereas  the  form  of  the  Gothic  windows  in 

this  Chapel,  efpecially  of  thofe  near  the  altar,  is  found  ra-» 

A  3  ther 

*  Tanners  Notitia  Monafi, 
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ther  to  refemble  the  flyle  of  architecture  that  prevailed  abour 
the  reign  of  K.  Edward  III.  And  indeed  that  the  fculpture 
in  this  Chapel  cannotbe  much  older,  appears  from  the  creft 
which  is  placed  auhe  Lady's  feet  on  the  tomb ;  for  Camden  f 
informs  us,  that  armorial  crefls  did  not  become  hereditary 
till  about  the  reign  of  K.  Edward  II. 

Thefe  appearances  fliil  extant,  flrongly  confirm  the  ac- 
count given  in  the  following  poem,  and  plainly  prove  that 
the  HERMIT  of  WARKWORTH  was  not  the  fame  perfon 
that  founded  BRINKBURN  Priory  in  the  twelfth  century,, 
'but  rather  one  of  the  BERTRAM  family,  who  lived  at  a 
later  periodt 

T  See  his  Remains. 


*£*  FIT  was  the  word  ufedby  the  old  Minflrelstofignify 
a  Part  or  Divifion  of  iheir  Hiftorical  Songs,  and  was  pe* 
culiarly  appropriated  to  this  kind  of  compofnions.  See 
Reliques  of  Ancient  Eng.  Poetry,  Vol.  II.  p.  166  and 
397.  2d.  Ed. 
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HERMIT     OF     WA  R  K  W  0  R  T  H, 

A 

NORTHUMBERLAND   BALLAD. 


By  BISHOP  PERCY. 

FIT  THE  FIRST. 

ARK  was  the  night,  and  wild  the  florin,. 
And  loud  the  torrent's  roar  ; 
And  loud  the  fea  was  heard  to  dam 
Againft  the  diftant  more. 

Mufing  on  man's  weak  haplefs  {late, 

The  lonely  Hermit  lay  ; 
When,  lo  !  he  heard  a  female  voice 

Lament  in  fore  difmay. 

With  hofpitable  hafte  he  rofe, 

And  wak'd  his  fleeping  fire  ; 
And  fnatching  up  a  lighted  brand, 

Forth  hied  the  reverend  fire. 

All  fad  beneath  a  neighbouring  tree 

A  beauteous  maid  he  found, 
4Who  beat  her  bread,  and  with  her  tears 

Bedewed  the  mofTy  ground. 

A3  O  weep 


O  weep  not,  lady,  weep  not  fo  5 

Nor  let  vain  fears  alarm  ; 
My  little  cell  (hall  (he  Iter  thee, 

And  keep  the  fafe  from  harm. 

It  is  not  for  myfelfl  weep, 
,      Nor  for  myfelf  I  fear; 
But  for  my  dear  and  only  friend, 
Who  lately  left  me  here  : 

And  while  fome  (heltering  bower  he  fought 

Within  this  lonely  wood, 
Ah !  fore  I  fear  his  wandering  feet 

Have  dipt  in  yonder  flood. 

O  !   trail  in  heaven,  the  Hermit  fai<J, 

And  to  my  cell  repair  ; 
Doubt  not  but  I  (hall  find  thy  friend, 

And  eafe  thee  of  thy  care. 

Then  climbing  up  his  rocky  flairs,. 

He  fcales  the  cliff  fo  high  ; 
And  calls  aloud,  and  waves  his  light 

To  guide  the  ft  ranger's  eye. 

Among  the  thickets  long  he  winds 

With  careful  fteps  and  flow  : 
At  length  a  voice  return'd  his  call, 

Quick  anfwering  from  below  : 


Otell 
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O  tell  me,  father,  tell  me  true, 

If  you  have  chanc'd  to  fee 
A  gentle  maid,   I  lately  left 

Beneath  fome  neighbouring  tree  : 

But  either  I  have  loft  the  place, 

Or  me  hath  gone  aflray  : 
And  much  I  fear  this  fatal  flrcam 

Hath  fnatch'd  her  hence  away. 

Praife  heaven,  my  fon,  the  Hermit  faid  ; 

The  lady's  fafe  and  well : 
And  foon  he  join'd  the  wandering  youth, ' 

And  brought  him  to  his  cell. 

Then  well  was  feen,  thefe  gentle  friends 

They  lov'd  each  other  dear; 
The  youth  he  prefs'd  her  to  his  heart  ; 

The  maid  let  fall  a  tear. 

Ah  !  feldom  had  their  hoft,  I  ween, 

Beheld  fo  fweet  a  pair  : 
The  youth  was  tall  with  manly  bloom, 

She  (lender,  foft,  and  fair. 

The  youth  was  clad  in  foreft  green, 

With  bugle-horn  fo  bright: 
She  in  a  filken  robe  and  fcarf 

Snatch'd  up  in  hafty  flight, 


Sit 
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Sit  down,  my  children,  fays  the  Sage  ; 

Sweet  reft  your  limbs  require  : 
Then  heaps  frefli  fewel  on  the  hearth, 

And  mends  his  little  fire.. 

Partake,  he  faid,  my  fimple  ilore, 

Dkied  fruits,  and  milk,  and  curds  ; 
And  fpreading  all  upon  the  board, 

Invites  with  .kindly  words. 

Thanks,  father,  for  thy  bounteous  fare  ; 

The  youthful  couple  fay  : 
Then  freely  ate,  and  made  good  cheer, 

And  talk'd  their  cares  away. 

Now  fay,  my  children,  (for  perchance 

My  council  may  avail) 
What  ftrange  adventure  brought  you  here 

Within  this  lonely  dale  ? 

Firft  tell  me,  father,  faid  the  youth, 

(Nor  blame  mine  eager  tongue) 
\Vhat  town  is  here  ?  What  lands  are  thefe  .?- 

And  to  what  lord  belong  ? 

Alas !  my  fon,  the  Hermit  faid, 
„.  Why  do  I  live  to  fay, 
The  rightful  lord  of  thefe  domains 
Is  banifh'd  quite  away  ? 

Ten 
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Ten  winters  now  have  ftied  their  fnows 

On  this'my  lowly  hall, 
Since  valiant  HOTSPUR  (fo  the  North, 

Our  youthful  lord  did  call) 

Againft  Fourth  HENRY  BOIINGBROKB 

Led  up  his  northern  powers, 
And  ftoutly  fighting  loft  his  life 

Near  proud  Salopia's  towers. 

One  fon  he  left,  a  lovely  boy, 

His  country's  hope  and  heir  ; 
And,  oh  !   to  fave  him  from  his  foes 

It  was  his  grand  fire's  care. 

In  Scotland  fafe  he  plac'd  the  child 

Beyond  the  reach  of  ftrife, 
Nor  long  before  the  brave  old  Earl 

At  Bramham  loft  his  life. 

And  now  the  PERCY  name,  fo  long 

Our  northern  pride  and  boaft, 
Lies  hid,  alas  !   beneath  a  cloud  ; 

Their  honors  reft  and  loft. 

No  chieftain  of  that  noble  houfe 

Now  leads  our  youth  to  arms  ; 
The  bordering  Scots  difpoil  our  fields. 

And  ravage  all  our  farms, 

Their 
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Their  halls  and  caftles,  once  fo  fair,. 

Now  moulder  in  decay  ; 
Proud  ftrangers  now  ufurp  their  lands,. 

And  bear  their  wealth  away. 

Not  far  from  hence,  where  yon  fall  flreara 

Runs  winding  down  the  lea, 
Fair  WARKWORTH  lifts  her  lofty  towers, 

And  overlooks  the  fea. 

Thofe  towers,  -alas !   now  fland  forlorn, 

\Vith  noifome  weeds  o'erfpread, 
"Where  fealled  lords  and  courtly  dames,. 

And  where  the  poor  were  fed. 

Meantime  far  o(F,  mid  Scottifh  hills 

The  PERCY  lives  unknown  : 
On  Granger's  bounty  he  depends, 

And  may  not  claim  his  own. 

O  might  I  with  thefe  aged  eyes 
But  live  to  fee  him  here, 

Then  mould  my 'foul  depart  in  b'ifs  I—- 
He faid,  and  dropt  a  tear. 

And  is  the  PERCY  flilr  fo  lov  'd 

Of  all  his  friends  and  thee  ? 
Then,  blefs  me  father,  faid  the  youth,.. 

for  I  thy  gueft  am  HJS« 

Silent 
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Silent  he  gaz*d,  then  turn'd  afide 

To  wipe  the  tears  he  mcd  ; 
And  lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes, 

Pour'd  bleflings  on  his  head  : 

Welcome,  our  dear  and  much  lov'd  lord, 

Thy  country's  hope  and  care  : 
But  who  may  this  young  lady  be. 

That  is  fo  wonderous  fair. 

Now,  father,  liften  to  my  tale, 

And  thou  (halt  know  the  truth : 
And  let  thy  fage  advice  direct 
My  unexperienc'd  youth. 

In  Scotland  I've  been  nobly  bred 

Beneath  the  Regent's  hand*, 
In  feats  of  arms,  and  every  lore 

To  fit  me  for  command, 

With  fond  impatience  long  I  burn'd 

My  native  land  to  fee  : 

*.  "* 
At  length  I  won  my  guardian  friend, 

To  yield  that  boon  to  me. 

Then 


*  Robert  Stuart,  Duke  of  Alanby.  See  the  -conti 
nuator  of  Fordun'j  Scoti-C/ironicon,  cap.  18,  cap. 
23.  G?c. 
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Then  up  and  down  in  hunter's  garb 

I  wandered  as  in  chace, 
Till  in  the  noble  NEVILLE'S  houfe  f 

I  gain'd  a  hunter's  place. 

Sometime  with  him  I  liv'd  unknown, 

Till  I'd  the  hap  fo  rare, 
To  pleafe  this  young  and  gentle  dame, 

That  baron's  daughter  fair. 

Now,  PERCY,  faid  the blufhing  maid. 

The  truth  I  muft  reveal ; 
Souls  great  and  generous,  like  to  thine. 

Their  noble  deeds  conceal. 

It  happened  on  a  fummer's  day, 

Led  by  the  fragrant  breeze, 
1  wandered  forth  to  take  the  air, 

Among  the  green-wood  trees. 

Sudden  a  band  of  rugged  Scots; 

That  near  in  ambufli  lay, 
Mofs-troopers  from  the  border-fide. 

There  feiz'd  me  for  their  prey. 

My 

*  Ralph  Neville,  firft  Earl  of  Weftmordand,  who 
chiefly  rcfided  at  his  two  Cajtles  of  Brancepetb,  and  Raby? 
both  in  the  bijhoprick  of  Durham* 
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My  fhrieks  had  all  been  fpent  in  vain, 

But  heaven,  that  faw  my  grief, 
Brought  this  brave  youth  within  my  call. 

Who  flew  to  my  relief. 

With  nothing  but  his  hunting  fpea'r, 

And  dagger  in  his  hand, 
fie  fprung  like  lightning  on  my  foes, 

And  caiis'd  them  foon  tofland. 

He  fought,  till  more  affiftance  came  ; 

The  Scots  were  overthrown  ; 
Thus  freed  me,  captive,  from  their  bands 

To  make  me  more  his  own. 

O  happy  day  !  the  youth  replied  : 

Bleft  were  the  wounds  I  bare  ! 
From  that  fond  hour  (he  deign'd  to  fmile. 

And  liften  to  my  prayer. 

And  when  (lie  knew  my  name  and  birth, 

She  vowed  to  be  my  bride  ; 
But  oh  !  we  fear'd,   (alas,  the  while  !) 

Her  princely  mother's  pride  ; 

Sifter  of  haughty  BOLINGBROK.E  * 

Our  houfe's  ancient  foe. 
To  me  I  thought  a  banifli'd  wight 
Could  ne'er  fuch  favour  (how. 
Vol.  I.    4.  B  .         Ocfpairing 

*  Joan,  countefs  of  Weftmordandt  mother  of  the  Lady 
was  daughter  oj  John  of  Gaunt,  and  halj-fijltr  of  kin ^ 
Henry  VI. 
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Defpai ring  then  to  gain  confent ; 

At  length  to  fly  with  me 
I  won  this  lovely  timorous  maid  ; 

To  Scotland  bound  are  we. 

This  evening,  as  the  night  drew  on, 

Fearing  we  were  purfu'd, 
v    \Ve  turn'd  adown  the  right-hand  path, 

And  gain'd  this  lonely  wood  : 
Then  lighting  from  our  weary  fleeds 

To  fhun  the  pelting  fliower, 
\Ve  met  thy  kind  conducing  hand, 

And  reach'd  this  friendly  bower. 

Now  reft  ye  both,  the  Hermit  faid  ; 

A  while  your  cares  foregoe  : 
Nor,   Lady,  fcorn  rny  humble  bed  ; 

We'll  pafs  the  night  below  *. 

FIT  THE  SECOND. 

LOVELY  frnil'd  the  Muffling  morn, 
And  every  ftorm  was  fled  : 
But  lovelier  far,  with  fweeter  fmile. 

Fair  ELEANOR  left  her  bed. 

She 

*  Adjoining  to  the.  cliff',  which  contains  the  Chapel  of 
i he  Hermitage,  are  the  remains  of  a  fmall  building,  in 
which  the  Hermit  dwelt.  This  conftfted  of  one  lower 
apartment,  with  a  little  bed-chamber  over  it.,  and  is  now 
i.n  ruins  :  whereas  the  Chapel,  cut  in  thefolidrock,  is  Jlill 
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She  found  her  HENRY  all  alone, 
And  cheer'd  him  with  her  fight  ;.     N 

The  youth  consulting  with  his  friend 
Had  watch'd  the  livelong  night. 

What  fweet  furprize  o'erpower'd  her  bread  ? 

Her  cheek  what  bluflies  dyed, 
When  fondly  he  befought  her  there 

To  yield  to  be  his  bride? 

Within  this  lonely  hermitage 

There  is  a  chapel  meet  : 
Then  grant,  dear  maid,  my  fond  requeft,. 

And  make  my  blifs  compleat. 

O   HENRY,  when  thou  deign'ft  to  fue, 

Can  I  thy  fuit  withftand  P 
When  thou,  lov'd  youth,  haft  won  my  heart, 

Can  I  refufe  my  hand  ? 

For  ihee  I  left  a  father's  fmiles,. 

And  mother's  tender  care  ; 
And  whether  weal  or  woe  betide,. 

Thy  lot  I  mean  to  (hare. 

And  wilt  thou  then,  O  generous  maid, 

Such  matchlefs  favour  (how, 
To  fliare  with  me  a  bariifli'd  wight 

My  peril,  pain,  or  \voe  ? 
B  2 
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Now  heaven.  I  truft,  hath  joys  in  {lore 

To  crown  thy  conftant  bread  ; 
for,  know,  fond  hope'  allures  my  heart 

That  we  Ihall  foon  be  bleft. 

Not  far  from  hence  Hands  COQUET  Ifte 

Surrounded  by  the  fea  ; 
There  dwells  a  holy  friar,  well  known 

To  all  thy  friends  and  thee  *: 

*Tis  father  Bernard,  fo  rever'd 

For  every  worlhy  deed  ; 
To  RABY  cattle  he  mall  go, 

And  for  us  kindly  plead. 

To  fetch  this  good  and  holy  man 

Our  reverend  hoft  is  gone  ; 
And  foon,  I  truft,  his  pious  hands 

Will  join  us  both  in  one. 

Thus  they  in  fweet  ami  tender  talk 

The  lingering  hours  beguile  : 
At  length  they  fee  the  hoary  fage 

Come  from  the  neighbouring  ifie. 

With 

*  In  the  little  ijland  of  Coquet,  near  IVarkworlh,  are 
Jtillfcen  the  ruins  of  a  Cell,  which  belonged  to  the  Btne- 
diciine  monks  of-  Tinemouth  Abbey . 
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With  pious  joy  and  wonder  raix'd 

He  greets  the  noble  pair, 
Aii'l  glad  coafents  to  join  their  hands 

With  many  a  fervent  prayer. 

Then  ftrait  to  RABY'S  diftant  walls 

He  kindly  wends  his  way  ; 
Mean-time  in  love  and  dalliance  fweet 

They  fpend  the  livelong  day. 

And  now,  attended  by  their  hofly 

The  Hermitage  they  view'd, 
Deep- hewn  within  a  craggy  cliff,. 

And  over-hung  with  wood. 

And  near  a  flight  of  Ihapdy  fteps, 

All  cut  with  niceft  (kill, 
And  piercing  thro'  a  ilony  arch, 

Ran  winding  up  the  hill. 

There  deck'd  with  many  a  flower  and  herb 

His  little  garden  ftands ; 
With  fruitful  trees  in  fhady  rows, 

All  planted  by  his  hands. 

Then,  fcoop'd  within  the  folid-rock, 

Three  facred  vaults  he  fhows ; 
The  chief  a  chapel,  neatly  arch'd, 

On  branching  columns  rofe. 

B  3  Each 
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Each  proper  or'nament  was  there, 
That  (hould  a  chapel  grace  ; 

The  lattice  for  confeflion  fram'd, 
And  holy-water  vafe. 

O'er  either  door  a  facred  text 

Invites  to  godly  feat ; 
And  in  a  little  fcutcheon  hung 

The  crofs,  and  crown,  and  fpear. 

Up  to  the  altar's  ample  breadth 

Tw  o  eafy  fteps  afcend  ; 
And  near  a  glimmering  folemn  light 

Two  well-wrought  windows  lend. 

Befide  the  altar  rofe  a  tomb 

Al^in  the  living  (lone  : 
On  which  a  young  and  beauteous  maid 

In  goodly  fculpture  fhone» 

A  kneeling  angel  fairly  carv'd 
Leari'd  hovering  o'er  her  breafl  ; 

A  weeping  warrior  at  her  feet  ; 
And  near  to  thefe  hej:  creft*. 


The 


*  This  is  a  Bull's  Plead,  the  cre.fl  of  the  Widdrington 
family.  All  the  figures,  £2e.  here  defcribedareJlillvifMe; 
only  fom&what  effaced  with  length  of  time. 
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The  cliff,  the  vault,  but  chief  the  fomb, 

Attraft  the  wondering  pair : 
Eager  they  afk.  what  haplefs  dame 

Lies  fculptured  here  fo  fair  ? 

The  Hermit  figh'd,  the  Hermit  wept,' 

For  forrow  fcarce  could  fpeak  : 
At  length  he  wi.p'd  the  trickling  tears 

That  all  bedew 'd  his  cheek  : 

Alas!   my  children,  human  life, 

Is  but  a  vale  of  woe  ; 
And  very  mournful  is  the  tale, 

Which  ye  fo  fain  would  know, 

THE  HERMIT'S  TALE. 

'\7'OUNG  lord,  thy  grandfire  had  a  friend 
•*•      In  days  of  youthful  fame  ; 
Yon  diflant  hills  were  his  domains; 
Sir  BE  RTRAM  was  his  name. 

Where'er  the  noble  PERCY  fought 

His  friend  was  at  his  fide  ; 
And  many  a  fkirmim  with  the  Scots 

Their  early  valour  try'd. 

Young  BERTRAM  lov'd  a  beauteous  maid, 

As  fair  as  fair  might  be  ; 
The  dew-drop  on  the  lilly's  cheek 

Was  not  fo  fair  as  flie. 
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Fair  WIDD  RING  TON  the  maiden's  name, 
Yon  towers  her  dwelling  place  *; 

Her  fire  an  old  Northumbrian  chief 
Devoted  to  thy  race. 

Many  a  lord,  and  many  knight 

To- this  fair  damfel  came  ; 
But  BERTRAM  was  her  only  choice  ;: 

For  him  me  felt  a  flame. 

Lord  PE  R  c  Y  pleaded  for  his  friend, 

Her  father  foon  confents ; 
None  but  the  beauteous  maid  herfeif 

His  wifhes  now  prevents. 

But  me  with  ftudied  fond  delays 

Defers  the  blifsful  hour  ; 
And  loves  to  try  his  confiancy, 

And  prove  her  maiden  power. 

That  heart,  ftie  faid,  is  lightly  priz'd, 

Which  is  too  lightly  won  ; 
And  long  (hall  rue  that  eafy  maid, 

Who  yields  her  love  too  foon. 

Lord  PERCY  made  a  folemn  feaft 

In  Alnwick's  princely  hall ; 
And  there  came  lords,  and  there  came  knights, 

His  chiefs  and  barons  all, 


With 


*  Widdriugton  Co/lie,  is   about  f<ve  miles  fouth  of 
Warkworth) 


C   «    ] 

With  waflel,  mirth,  and  revelry 

The  caflle  rung  around  ; 
Lord  PERCY  call'd  for  fong  and  harp, 
And  pipes  of  martial  found. 

The  minflrels  of  thy  noble  houfe, 

All  clad  in  robes  of  blue, 
With  filver  crefcents  on  tbeir  arms 

Attend  in  order  due. 

The  great  achievements  of  thy  race 

They  fung  :   their  high  command  : 
4  How  valiant  MAIN  FRED  o'er  the  lea* 

4  Firft  led  his  northern  band*. 

*  Brave  GALFRED  next  to  Normandy 
1  With  ,vent'rous  Rollo  came  ; 

*  And  from  his  Norman  caiTlcs  won 
4  Aflum'd  the  PERCY*  namcK 

*  They  fung,  how  in  the  Conqueror's  fleet 

4  Lord  WILLIAM  fhipp'dhis  powers, 
•  4  And  gain'd  a  fair  young  Saxon  bride 
4  With  all  her  lands  and  towers £. 

*  Then 

*  See  Difgetale's  Baronage,  pa.  269,  £s?c. 
•  ~\  In  lower  Normandy  arc  three  places  of  the  name  of 
Percy  :   whence  the  family  took  thefurname  ofDe  Percy. 

$  William  De  Percy,  (fifth  in  def cent  from  Galfred, 
or  Ge fiery  De  Percy,  Jon  of  MainfredvJ  ajjifted  in  the 
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•  Then  journeying  to  the  Holy  Lan<}s. 

*  There  bravely  fought  and  dy'd: 

'  But  firil  the  filver  Crefcent  wan,  -:':. 

'  Some  Paynim  Soidan's  pride. 

4  They  fung  how  AGNES,  beauteous  heir, 

*  The  queen's  own  brother  wed 

6  Lord  JOSCE LINE,  fprurrg  from  Charlemagne, 
'  In  princely  Brabant  bred*. 

«  How 

eonquefl  of  England,  and  had  given  him  the  large  pof- 
feflions  in  Yorkjhire,  o/"Emma  De  Porte,  (fo  the  Norman 
writers  name  her,}  whofe  father,  a  great  Saxon  lord,  had 
been Jlain  fighting  along  with  Harold..  This  young  Lady% 
\V\\\ia.mfrom  a  principal  of  honour  and  generofiy,  mar- 
:  for  having  had  all  her  lajids  beftoioed  upon  him  by. 

e  conqueror,  '  he  (to  ufe  the  zixyds  of  the  old  Whit  by. 
Chronicle}  wedded  hyr  that  waj  very  heire  to  them,  in, 
difhargingofhisco-ufci'nce.'  See  HarL  MSS..  692.  (26.} 
—He; died  at  Mbuntjoy  ritarjerufalemin  theJirJl'Crufade. 

*  Agnes  .Je  Percy,  Jolt  heirefs  of  her  houfi.  married 
Jofcelme  De  Lovain,  youngejtfon  of  Godfrey  Earbaius^ 
duke  of  Brabant,  and  brother  of  queen  Addiza,  fecond 
&ifc  of  king  Henry  L  Hejvok  the  name  of  Percy,  and 
was  ancejlor  of •  the  Earls  of  Northumberland.  His  fan 
lord  Richard  De  Percy  was  one  of  the  twenty -fx  barons-) 
chofeu  to  fee  the  Magna  Charter  duly  obfcrved. 
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4  How  he  the  PERCY  name  reviv'd, 

c    And  how  his  noble  line 
*  Still  foremaft  in  their  country's  cj)ufe 

c  With  godlike  ardor  mine.' 

With  loud  acclaims  the  liftenirig  crowd 

Applaud  the  matter's  fong, 
And  deeds  of  arms  and  war  became 

The  theme  of  every  tongue, 

j 

Now  high  heroic  afts  they  tell, 

Their  perils  paft  recall  ; 
When,  lo  !   a  damfel  young  and  fair 

Step'd  forward  thro'  the  hall. 

She  BERTRAM  courteoufly  addrefs'd; 

And  kneeling  on  her  knee  ;  - 
Sir  knight  the  lady  of  thy  lov;£: 

Hath  fent  this  gift  to  tmf. 

Then  forth  (he  drew  a  glittering  helme  ' 

Well-plated  many  a  fold, 
The  cafque  was  wrought  of  temper'd  fteel, 

The  creft  of  burnifh'd  gold. 

Sir  knight,  thy  lady  fends  thee  this, 

And  yields  to  be  thy  bride, 
When  rhou  haftprov'd  this  maiden  gift 

Where  iharpeft  blows  are  try'd, 

Young 
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Young  BERTRAM  took  the  mining  helme 

And  thrice  he  kifs'd  the  fame  : 
Truft  me,  I'll  prove  this  precious  cafquc 

With  deeds  of  nobleft  fame. 

Lord  PERCY,  and  his  barons  bold 

Then  fix  upon  a  day 
To  fcour  the  marches,  late  oppreft 

And  Scotdih  -wrongs  repay. 

The  knights  aflerr.bled  on  the  hills 

A  tboufand  horfe  and  more  : 
Brave  Widdrington,  tho'  funk  in  years 

The  PE  RC Y  ftandard  bore, 

Tweed's  limpid  current  foon  they  pafs, 

And  range  the  borders  round  : 
Down  the  green  dopes  of  Tiviotdale 

Their  bugle-horns  refound. 

A^  when  a  lion  in  his  den 

Hath  heard  the  hunter's  cries, 
And  ruflies  forth  to  meet  his  foes  5 

So  did  tbe  DOUGLAS  rife. 

Attendant  on  their  chief's  command 

A  thoufand  warriors  wait : 
And  now  the  fatal  hour  drew  on 
Of  cruel  keen  debate. 

A  chofen 
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A  chofen  troop  of  Scottifli  youths] 

Advance  before  the  reft  ; 
Lord  PERCY  mark'd  their  gallant  mien, 

And  thus  his  friend  addrefs'd. 

Now,  BERTRAM  prove  thy  lady's  helme, 

Attack  yon  forward  band  ; 
Dead  or  alive  I'll  refcue  thee, 

Or  perifh  by  their  hand. 

Young  Bertram  bow'd,  with  glad  a  (Tent, 

And  fpur'd  his  eager  fteed, 
And  calling  on  his  lady's  name, 

Rufh'd  forth  with  whirlwind  fpeed. 

As  when  a  grove  of  fapling  oaks 

The  livid  lightning  rends ; 
So  fiercely  'mid  the  oppofing  ranks 

Sir  Bertram's  fword  defcends. 

This  way  and  that  he  drives  the  fteel, 

And  keenly  pierces  thro'  ; 
And  many  a  tall  and  comely  knight 

With  furious  force  he  flew! 

Now  clofing  faft  on  every  fide 

They  hem  fir  Bertram  round; 
But  dauntlefe  he  repels  their  rage, 

And  deals  forth  many  a  wound. 

Vol.  I.    4.  C  The 
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The  vigor  of  his  fingle  arm 

Had  well-nigh  won  the  field  ; 
When  ponderous  fell  a  Scottish  axe3 

And  clove  his  lifted  (Held. 

Another  blow  his  temples  took, 

And  reft  his  helme  in  twain  ; 
That  beauteous  helme,  his  lady's  gift! 

————His  blood  bedewed  the  plain. 

Lord  PERCY  faw  his  champion  fall 

Amid  the  unequal  fight  j 
And  now,  my  noble  friends,  he  faid, 

Let's  fave  this  gallant  knight. 

Then  rufliing  in,  with  ftretch'd  out  fliieid 

He  o'er  the  warrior  hung  ; 
As  fome  fierce  eagle  fpreads  her  wing 

To  guard  her  callow  young. 

Three  times  they  ftrove  to  feize  their  prey. 

Three  times  they  quick  retire  : 
What  force  could  ftandhis  furious  ftrokes, 

Or  meet  his  martial  fire  ? 

Now  gathering  round  on  every  part 

The  battle  rag'd  amain  ; 
And  many  a  lady  wept  her  lord 

That  hour  untimely  {lain. 

PERCY 
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PERCY  and  DOUGLAS,  great  in 

There  all  their  courage  mow'd  ; 
And  all  the  field  was  ftrew'd  with  dead, 

And  all  with  crimfon  flow'cU 

At  length  the  glory  of  the  day 

The  Scots  relu£lant  yield, 
And,  after  wonderous  valour  fhown, 

They  {lowly  quit  the  field. 

All  pale  extended  on  their  fhields 

And  weltering  in  his  gore 
Lord  PERCY'S  knights  their  bleeding  friend 

To  WARK'S  fair  caflle  bore*. 

Well  haft  thou  earn'd  my  daughter's  love  : 

Her  father  kindly  faid  ; 
And  {he  herfelf  {hall  drefs  thy  wounds, 

And  tend  thee  in  thy  bed. 

A  meUage  went,  no  daughter  came  ; 

Fair  ISABEL  ne'er  appears  : 
Befiirew  me,  faid  the  aged  chief, 

Young  maidens  have  their  fears 

C  2  Cheer 

*  WARK  caftk,  a  fortrefs  belonging  to  I/is  Engfifi, 
and  of  great  note  in  ancient  times,  flood  on  the  f on  them 
bank  of  the  river  TWEED,  a  Little  to  the.  eaft  of'Yivi  OT- 
DALE,  and  not  far  from  Kelfo.  It  is  now  entirely  de- 
frayed* 


Cheer  up  my  fun.  them  fhalt  her  fee 
So  foon  as  thcu  canfl  ride  ; 

And  flic  {hall  nr.rfe  theein  her  bower. 
AnJ  fhe  fhall  be  thy  bride. 

Sir  Bertram,  at  her  name  reviv'd, 
He  blefs'd  fhe  foothing  found  ; 

Fond  hope  fupplicd  the  nurfe's  care, 
And  heal'd  his  ghaflly  wound. 


FIT  THE  THIRD. 

E  early  morn  while  dewy  drops 
Hung  trembling  on  the  tree, 
"Sir  Bertram  from  his  fick  bed  rofe, 
His  brids  he  would  go  f*e. 

A  brother  he  had  in  prime  of  youth, 

Of  courage  firm  and  keen, 
And  he  would  tend  him  on  the  way 

Becaufe  his  wounds  were  green. 

All  day  o'ermofs  and  moor  they  rode^ 

By  many  a  lonely  tower ; 
And  'twas  the  dew-fall  of  the  night 

Ere  they  drew  wear  her  bower. 

Moft  drear  and  dark  the  caftle  feem'dj 
That  wont  to  (hine  fo  bright ;  t 

And  long  and  loud  Sir  Bertram  call'd 
Ere  he  beheld  a  light* 


r  29  : 

At  length  her  aged  nurfearofe 
With  voice  fo  flirill  and  clear: 

What  wight  is  this,  that  calls  fo  loud, 
And  knocks  fo  boldly  here  ? 

*Tis  Bertram  calls,  thy  lady's  love, 

Come  from  his  bed  of  care  : 
All  day  I've  ridden  o'er  moor  and  mofs 

To  fee  thy  lady  fair. 

Now  out  alas  !   ((he  loudly  flmek'd) 

A  las !  how  may  this  be  ? 
For  fix  long  days  are  gone  and  paft,. 

Since  (lie  fet  out  to  thee. 

Sad  terror  feiz'd  Sir  Bertram's  heart, 

And  ready  was  he  to  fall  ; 
When  now  the  draw-bridge  was  let  down, 

And  gates  were  open'd  all. 

Six  days,  young  knight  are  paft  and  gone. 

Since  {he  fet  out  to  thee  ; 
And  fure  if  no  fad  harm  had  hap'd 

Long  frnce  thou  would'ft  her  fee. 

For  when  {he  heard  thy  grievous  chance 
She  tore  her  hair,  and  cried, 

Alas !   I've  {lain  the  comelieft  knight, 
All  thro*  my  folly  and  pride  i 


And 
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And  now  to  atone  for  my  fad  fault, 

And  his  dear  health  regain, 
I'll  go  myfelf,  and  nurfe  my  love, 

And  footh  h.is  bed  of  pain. 

Then  mounted  me  her  milk-white  fleed 

One  morn  at  bre-ak  of  day  ; 
And  two  tall  yeomen  went  with  her 

To  guard  heron  the  way. 

Sad  terror  fmote  Sir  Bertram's  heart, 

And  grief  o'erwhelm'd  his  mind  : 
Truft  me,  faid  he,  I  n«'sr  will  reft, 

'Till  I  thy  lady  find. 

That  night  hefpent  in  forrow  and  care  ; 

And  with  fad  boding  heart 
Or  ever  the  dawning  of  the  day 

His  brother  and  he  depart. 

Now,  brotber,  we'll  our  ways  divide,; 

O'er  Scottim  hills  to  range  : 
Do  thou  go  north,  and  I'll  go  weft  ; 

And  all  our  drefs  we'll  change. 

Some  Scottim  carle  hath  feiz'd  my  love. 

And  borne  her  to  his  den  ; 
And  ne'er  will  I  tread  Englifli  ground 

Till  flie  is  reflored  agen. 

The 
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The  brothers  flraight  their  paths  divides 
O'er  Scottifli  hills  to  range  ; 

And  hide  themfelves  in  queint  difgui(e, 
And  oft  their  drefs  they  change. 

Sir  Bertram  clad  in  gown  of  grey, 

Mofl  like  a  palmer  poor, 
To  halls  and  caftles  wanders  round, 

And  begs  from  door  to  door. 

Sometimes  a  minftrel's  garb  he  wears, 
With  pipes  fo  fweet  and  flirill ; 

And  wends  to  every  tower  and  town  ; 
O'er  every  dale  and  hill. 

One  day  as  he  fat  under  a  thorn 

All  funk  in  deep  defpair, 
An  aged  Pilgrim  pafs'd  hinrby, 

Who  mark'd  his  face  of  care. 

All  minftrels  yet  that  ever  I  faw, 

Are  full  of  game  arid  glee  : 
But  thou  art  fad,  and  woe-begone  ! 

I  marvel  whence  it  be  I 

Father,  I  ferve  an  aged  lord, 
Whofe  grief  afflifts  my  mind  ; 

His  only  child  is  ftol'n  away, 
And  fain  I  would  her  find. 


Cheer 
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Cheer  up,  my  fon  ;  perchaftce,  (he  (aid) 

Some  tidings  I  may  bear  : 
For  oft  when  human  hopes  have  fail'd, 

Then  heavenly  comfort's  near. 

Behind  yon  hills  fo  fteep  and  high, 

D/nvn  in  a  lowly  glen, 
There  {lands  a  cafiie  fair  and  flrong, 

Far  from  th'  ahode  of  men . 

As  late  I  chanc'd  to  crave  an  alms 

About  this  evening  hour, 
Me-thought  I  heard  a  lady's  voice 

Lamenting  in  the  tower. 

And  when  I  afk'd  what  harm  had  hap'd, 

What  lady  fick  there  lay  ? 
They  rudely  drove  me  from  the  gate, 

And  bade  me.  wend  away. 

The  tidings  caught  Sir  Bertram's  ear, 
He  thank'd  him  for  his  tale  ; 

Andibon  he  hafted  o'er  the  bills, 
And  foon  he  reach'd  the  vale. 

Then  drawing  near  thofe  lonely  towers, 
Which  flood  in  dale  fo  low. 

And  fitting  down  befide  the  gate, 
His  pipes  he  'gan  to  blow. 


Sir 
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Sir  Porter,  is  thy  lord  at  home 

To  hear  a  minftrel's  fong  ? 
Qr  may  I  crave  a  lodging  here, 

Without  offence  or  wrong  ? 

My  lord,  he  faid,  is  not  at  home 

To  hear  a  minftrePs  fong  : 
And  mould  I  lend  thce  lodging  here. 

My  life  would  not  be  long. 

He  play'd  again  fo  foft  a  ftrain, 

Such  power  fweet  founds  impart, 
He  won  the  churlim  Porter's  ear, 
And  moved  his  ftubborn  heart. 

Minftrel,  he  faid,  thou  play'ft  lo  fweet, 
Fair  entrance  thou  mould'ft  win  ; 

But,  alas,  I  am  fworn  upon  the  rood 
To  let  no  ftranger  in. 

Yet,  Minftrel,  in  yon  rifing  cliff 
Thou'lt  find  a  fheltering  cave  ; 

And  here  thou  {halt  my  fupper  fhare*. 
And  there  thy  lodging  have. 

All  day  he  fits  befide  the  gate, 
And  pipes  both  loud  and  clear  : 

All  night  he  watches  round  the  walls, 
In  hopes  his  love  to  hear,. 


The 


The  firft  night  as  he  filent  watch'd, 

All  at  the  midnight  hour, 
He  plainly  heard  h^s  lady's  voice 

Lamenting  in  the  tower. 

The  fecond  night  the  moon  ihone 

And  gilt  the  fpangled  dew  ; 
He  faw  his  lady  thro'  the  grate, 

But  'twas  a  tranfient  view. 

The  third  night  wearied  out  he  flcpt 

'Till  near  the  naorning  tide  ; 
When  ftarting  up,  he  feiz'd  his  fword, 
And  to  the  caftle  hy'd. 

\Vhen,  lo  !   he  faw  a  ladder  of  ropes 

Depending  from  the  wall  : 
And  o'er  the  mote  was  newly  laid 
-  A  poplar  ftrong  and  tall. 

And  foon  he  faw  his  love  deicend. 

Wrapt  in  a  tartan  plaid  ; 
Aflifted  by  a  fiurdy  youth 

In  Highland  y-clad, 

Amaz'd  confounded  at  the  fighf, 

He  lay  unfeen  and  flill  ; 
Aud  foon  he  faw  thena.crofs  the  dreamy 

And  mount  the  neighbouring  hill. 


Utiherird 
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Unheard,  unknown  of  all  within, 

The  youthful  couple  fly, 
>But  what  can  'fcape  the  lover's  ken  ? 

Or  ihun  his  piercing  eye  ? 

With  filent  Peeps  he  follows  ciofe 

Behind  the  flying  pair, 
And  faw  her  hang  upon  his  arm 

With  fond  familiar  air. 

Thanks,  gentle  youth,  (he  often  faid  ; 

My  thanks  thou  well  haft  won  : 
Tor  me  what -wiles  haft  thou  contriv'd  ? 

For  me  what  dangers  ran  ? 

And  ever  lhall  my  grateful  heart 

Thy  fervices  repay  : 
Sir  Bertram  woulcf  no  further  hear, 

But  cried,  Vile  traitor,  ftay  ! 

Vile  traitor,  yield  that  lady  up  !— . 

And  quick  his  fword  he  drew. 
The  ftranger  turn'd  in  fudden  rage 

And  at  Sir  Bertram  flew. 

With  mortal  hate  their  vigorous  arms 
Gave  many. a  vengeful  blow  : 

But  Bertram's  ftronger  hand  prevail'dj 
And  laid  the  flranger  low. 


Die, 
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Die,  traitor,  die  ! — A  deadly  thruft 

Attends  each  furious  word. 
Ah  !  then  fair  Ifabel  knew  his  voice5 

And  rufh'd  beneath  his  fword*. 

O  flop,  {he  cried,  O  flop  thy  arm! 

Thou  dofl  thy  brother  flay  I—- 
And here  the  Hermit  paus'd  and  wep*: 

His  tongue  no  more  could  fay. 

At  length  he  cried,  ye  lovely  pair, 

How  {hall  I  tell  the  reft?— 
Ere  I  could  flop  my  piercing  fword, 

It  fell  and  ftab'd  her  breaft. 

Wert  thou  thyfelf  that  haplefs  youth  ? 

Ah  !  cruel  fate  I  they  faid. 
The  Hermit  wept,  and  fo  did' they: 

They  figh'd  ;  he  hung  his  head. 

0  blind  and  jealous  rage,  he  cried, 
What  evils  from  the  flow  ? 

The  Hermit  paus'd  ;  they  filent  mourn'd  ; 
He  wept,  and  they  were  woe. 

Ah  !  when  I  heard  my  brother's  name. 
And  faw  my  lady  bleed, 

1  rav'd,  I  wept,  I  curft  my  arm,    . 
That  wrought  the  fatal  deed. 


In 


*  See  the  Vignette. 
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In  vain  I  clafp'd  her  to  my  breaft, 

And  clos'd  the  ghaftly  wound  ; 
In  vain  I  prefs'd  his  bleeding  corpfe, 

And  rais'd  it  from  the  ground. 

My  brother,  alas !  fpoke  never  more  ; 

His  precious  life  was  flown. 
She  kindly  drove  to  footh  my  pain, 

Regardlefs  of  her  own. 

Bertram  fhe  faid,  be  comforted, 

And  live  to  think  on  me  : 
May  we  in  heaven  that  union  prove, 

Which  here  was  not  to  be  ! 

Bertram,  fhe  faid,  I  flill  was  true  ; 

Thou  only  hadft  my  heart : 
May  we  hereafter  meet  in  blifsj 

\Ve  now.  alas  1  muft  part. 

For  thee,  I  left  my  father's  half, 

And  flew  to  thy  relief; 
\Vhen,  lo  !  near  Cheviot's  fatal  hills 

I  met  a  Scottifh  chief. 

Lord  Malcolm's  fon,  whofe  proffered  love 

I  had  refus'd  with  fcorn  ; 
He  flew  my  guards  and  feiz'd  on  me 

Upon  that  fatal  morn  ; 

Vol.  I,  4.  D  And 


And  in  thefe  dreary  hated  walls 

He  kept  meciofe  confin'd  ; 
And  fondly  fued  and' warmly  prefsM 

To  win  me  to  his  mind. 

Each  riling  morn  increas'd  my  pain, 

Each  nightincreas'd  my  fear; 
"When  wandeidng  in  this  northern  garb 

Thy  brother  found" ^ne  here. 

He  quickly  form'd  this  brave  .defign 

To  fet  me  captive  free  ; 
And  on  the  moor  his  horfes  wait 

Ty'd  to  a  neighbouring  tree. 

Then  hafle,  my  love,  efcape  away, 

And  for  thy  felf  provide ; 
And  fornetimes  fondly  think  on  her, 

Who  mould  have  been  thy  bride. 

Thus  pouring  comfort  on  my  foul 

Even  with  her  lateft  breath, 
She  gave  one  parting  fond  embrace, 

And  clos'd  her  eyes  in  d«ath. 

In  wild  amaze,  in  fpeechlefs  woe, 

Devoid  of  fenfe  I  lay  : 
Then  fudden  aWn  frantic  mood 

I  meant  myfeifto  flay  : 

And 
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And  rifmg  up  in  furious  hafte 

I  feiz'd  the  bloody  brand*;       [*  i.  e.   Sword.] 
A  Hardy  arm  here  interpos'd, 

And  wrench'd  it  from  my  hand. 

A  crow'd  that  from  the  caflle  came, 

Had  mifs'd  their  lovely  ward  \ 
And  feizing  me  to  prifon  bare, 

And  deep  in  dungeon  barr'd. 

It  chanc'd  that  on  that  very  morn 

Their  chief  was  prifoner  ta'en  : 
Lord  PERCY  had  us  foon  exchang'dr 

And  ilrove  to  foothe  ray  pain. 

And  foon  thofe  honored  dear  remains 

To  England  were  convey 'd  ; 
And  there  within  their  filent  tombs, 

With  holy  rites  were  laid. 

For  me,  I  loath 'd  my  wretched  life,- 

And  long  to  end  it  thought  ; 
Till  time,  and  books,  and  holy  men 

Had  better  counfels  taught. 

They  rais'd  my  heart  to  that  pure  fource, 

Whence  heavenly  comfort  flows  : 
They  taught  me  to  defpife  the  world. 

And  calmly  bear  its  woes. 

D  2  No- 
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more  the  flave  of  human  pride, 
Vain  hope,  and  fordid  care  ; 
I  meekly  vowed  to  fpend  my  life 
In  penitence  and  prayer. 

The  bold  Sir  BERTRAM  now  no  more, 

Impetuous,  haughty,  wild  \ 
But  poor  and  humble  BENEDICT, 

Now  lowly,  patient,  mild  ; 

My  lands  I  gave  to  feed  the  poor, 

And  facred  altars  raife  ; 
And  here  a  lonely  Anchorite 

I  came  to  end  my  days. 

This  fweet  fequeftred  vale  I  chofe, 
1  hefe  rocks  and  hanging  grove  ; 

For  oft  befide  that  murmurincr  ftream 

o 

My  love  was  wont  to  rove. 

My  noble  friend  approv'd  my  choice  ; 

This  blcft  retreat  he  gave  : 
And  here  I  carv'd  her  beauteous  form, 

And  fcoop'd  this  holy  cave. 

Full  fifty  winters,  all  forlorn, 

My  life  I've  lingered  here  ; 
And  daily  o'er  this  fculptured  faint 

I  drop  the  penfive  tear. 

And 
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And  thou  dear  brother  of  ray  heart, 

So  faithful  and  fo  true, 
The  fad  remembrance  of  thy  fate 

Still  makes  my  bofom  rue  ! 

Yet  not  unpitied  pafs'd  my  life, 

Forfaken,  or  forgot, 
The  PERCY  and  his  noble  forrs 

Would  grace  my  lowly  cot. 

« 

Oft  the  great  Earl  from  toils  of  ftate, 
And  cumbrous  pomp  of  power, 

Would  gladly  feek  my  little  cell 
To-fpend  the  tranquil  hour. 

But  length  of  life,  is  length  of  woe,. 

I  liv'd  to  mourn  his  fall  : 
I  liv'd  to  mourn  his  godlike  fons, 

And  friends  and  followers  all.- 

But  thou  the  honors  of  thy  race, 
Lov'd  youth  mall  now  reflore  ; 

And  raife  again  the  PERCY  name 
More  glorious  than  before. 

He  ceas'd,  and  on  the  lovely  pair 

His  choiceft  bleflings  laid  : 
While  they  with  thanks  and  pitying  tears 

His  mournful  tale  repaid. 


And 
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And  now  what  prefent  courfe  to  take 

They  afk  the  good  old  fire  ! 
And  guided  by  his  fage  advice 

To  Scotland  they  retire. 

Meen-time  their  fait  fuch  favor  found 

At  RABY'S  (lately  hall, 
Iiarl  Neville  and  his  princely  fpoufe 

Now  gladly  pardon  all. 

She  fuppliant  at  her  *  Nephew's  throne 

The  royal  grace  implored  : 
To  all  the  honors  of  his  race 

The  PERC.Y  was  reflor'd. 

The  youthful  Earl  ilillmore  and  more 
Admir'd  his  beauteous  dame  : 

NINE  noble  SONS  to  him  (he  bore, 
All  worthy  of  their  name. 

*   King  Henry  V,  Anno  1414. 


'  %*  The  account  given  In  the  foregoing  ballad  of  young 
PERCY,  thefonof  HOTSPURJ  is  confirmed  by  the  follow- 
ing Extratl  from  an  old  Chronicle  formerly  belonging  to 
Whitby  Abbey. 

HEKRY, 
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1  HENRY  PERCY,  the  fon  of  fir  HENRY  PERCY,  that 
«  was  flayne  at  Shrewfbury,  and  of  ELIZABETH,  the 
«  daughter  of  the  Erie  of  Marche,  after  the  death  of  his 

*  Father  and  Grauntfyre,  was  exiled   into  Scotland  *  in  the 

*  time  of  king  Henry  the  Fourth  :     but  in  the  time  king 
Henry  the  Fifth,  by  the  labour  of  JOHANNE  the  counte^ 

<  of  Wcftrnerland,  (whofe  Daughter  ALiANORne   HAD 

*  WEDDED  IN  COMING  INTO   ENGLAND,)-he  recovered 

*  the  King's  grace,  and  the  countye  of  Northumberland,  fo 

*  was  the  fecond  Erie  of  Northumberland,* 

6  And  of  this  ALIANOR  his  wife,  he  begate  IX  Sonnes, 

*  and  III   Daughters,  whofe  names  be  JOHANNE,  that 

*  is  buried  at  Whitbye  :  THOMAS,  lord  Egremont :  KA- 

*  THARYNE    GRAYof  Rythyn  :    Sir  RAFFS   PERCY: 
t  *  WILLIAM  PERCY,  a  Byfhopp  :  RICHARD    PERCY  : 

*  JOHN,  that  dyed  WITHOUT   ISSUE:  [^another  JOHN, 
£  called  by  Vincent  §    {  Johannes  Percy   fenior  de  Wark- 
6  worth' :]  GEORGE  PERCY,  Clerk  :   HENRY  that  dyed 
€  WITHOUT  ISSUE  :  ANNE — '     ["befides  the  eldeft  fon 
and  fucceffor  here  omitted,  becaufe  he  comes  in  below,  viz.] 

*  HENRY  PERCY,  the  THIRD  Erie  of  NORTHUMBER- 

LAND.' 

Vid.  Harl.  MSS.  No.  692.  (26.)  in  the  Britifh  Mufeum 

POST- 

*  i.  e.  remained  an  Exile  in  Scotland  during  the  Reign 
of  King  Henry  IV.  In  Scotia  exulavit  tempore  Henrici 
Regis  quarti.  Lat.  MSS.  penes  Due.  North. 
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POSTSCRIPT, 

TT  will  perhaps  gratify  the  curious  Reader  to  be  informed, 
that  from  a  word  or  two  formerly  legible  over  one  of 
the  Chapel  Doors,  it  is  believed  that  the  Text  there  infer! • 
bed  was  that  Latin  verfe  of  the  Pfalmid*,  which  is  in- our 
Tranflation, 

MY  TEARS  HAVE  BEEN  MY  MEAT  DAY  AND  NIGHT. 

IT  is  alfo  certain,  that  the  memory  of  the  full  Hermit 
was  held  in  fuch  regard  and  veneration  by  the  PERCY  fa- 
mily ;  that  they  afterwards  maintained  a  Chantry  Prieft,  to 
refidein  the  Hermitage,  and  celebrate  Mafsin  the  Chapel  : 
\vhofe  allowance,  uncommonly  liberal  and  munificent,  was 
continued  down  to  the  Diflolution  of  the  Monafleries ;  and 
then  the  whole  Salary,  together  with  the  Hermitage  and  all 
its  dependencies,  reverted  back  to  the  Family,  having  ne- 
ver been  endowed  in  mortmain.  On  this  account  we  have 
no  Record,  which  fixes  the  date  of  the  Foundation,  or 
gives  any  particular  account  of  the  firft  Hermit ;  but  the 
following  Inflrument  will  mew  the  liberal  Exhibition  af- 
forded to  his  Succeflors.  It  is  the  Patent  granted  to  the  lafl 
Hermit  in  1532,  and  is  copied  from  an  ancient  MS.  book 
of  Grants,  &c.  of  the  Vlth  Earl,  of  Northumberland,  in- 
Henry  the  Vlllths  time  t. 

SIR 

*   Pfal.  xliii.  3. 
t  Clajfed,  F,  I,  No,  j.  panes  Due,  Northumberland 
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SIR  GEORGE  LANCASTRE  PATENT  OF  XX 

MERKS  BY  YERE. 

*  HENRY  Erie  of  Northumberland,   &c.    Knowyoue 
that   I   the  faid  Erie,  in  confideration  of  the  diligent  and 
thankfull  fervice,  that  my  well  beloved  Chaplen  Sir  George 
Lancaftre  hath  don  unto  ma  the  faid  Erie,  and  alfofor  the 
goode  and  vertus  difpofition  I  do  perceive  in  him  :  And  for 
that  he   (hall  have  in  his  dally  recommendation  and  praier§ 
the  good  eftate  of  all  fuch  noble  Blode  and  other  Perfonages^ 
as  be  now   levynge  :  And  the  Soules  of  fuch  noble  Blode 
as  be  departed  to  the  mercy  of  God  owte  of  this  prefent  lyve 
\Vhos  Names  are  conteyned  and  wrettyn  in  a  Table  upon 
perchment  figned  with  thande  of  me  the  faid  Erie,  and  de- 
livered to  the  cuftodie  and  keapynge  of  the  faid  Sir  George 
Lancafter  ;  And  further,  that  he  fliall  kepe  and  faye  his  de- 
vyn  fervice  in   celebratyng  and  doynge  Ma(fe  of  Requiem 
every  weke  accordynge  as  it  is   wiitten  and  fet  furth  in  the 
faid  Table  :     Have  geven  and  graunted,  and  by  thefe  prf.w 
fentes  do  gyve  and  graunte  unto  the  faid  Sir   George,  myn 
Army  t  age  belded  in  a  Rock  of  flone  within  my  Parke  of 
WARKWORTH  in  the  Countie  of  Northumberland  in  the 
honour  of  the  bleeffsd  Try nete,  With  a  yerly  Stipendie  of 
twenty  Merks  by   yere*,  from  the  feeft  of  feint  Michell 
tharchaungle  laft  paft  afore  the  date  herof  yerly  durynge  the 
naturall  lyve  of  the   faid  Sir  George  :   AND  alfo  I  the  faid 
Erie  have  geven  and  graunted,  and  by   thefe  Prefents  do 

gyve 

*  This  would  be  equal  to  £\ioo  per  annum  now*    Se& 
the  Chronicon  Pretiofum* 
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gyve  and  graunte  unto  the  faid  Sir  George  LancaOre,  t!;cr 
occupation  of  one  little  Gresground  of  myn  called  Cony- 
garth  nygh  adjoynynge  the  faid  Harmytage,  only  to  his 
only  ufe  and  proufit  wynter  and  fumer  durynge  the  faid 
terme;  The  Garden  and  Orteyarde  belongyng  the  faid  Ar- 
'  mytage  j  The  Gate  *  and  Failure  of  Twelf  Kye  and  a  Bull, 
\vith  their  Calves  fucking  ;  AND  two  Horfes  goyng  and 
beyng  within  my  faid  Parke  of  Warkworth  wynter  and  fo- 
iner  ;  One  Draught  of  Fifhe  every  Sundaie  in  the  yere  to  be 
drawn  fornenft  t  the  faid  Armytage,  called  the  Trynete 
Draught ;  AND  Twentty  Lods  of  Fyrewode  to  be  taken  of 
my  Wodds  called  Shillbotell  Wode,  duryng  the  faid  term. 
The  Stipend  of  xx  Merksby  yer  to  be  taken  and  perceived^ 
yerly  of  the  rent  and  terme  of  my  Fifihyng  of  Warkwonh, 
by  thands  of  the  Fermour  or  Fermours  of  the  fame  for  the 
tyme  beynge  yerly  at  the  times  ther  ufed  and  and  accuf- 
tomed  by  evyn  Portions.  IN 

Allowe,  in  recompenfe       wytnes  whereof  to  thes  my  Let* 

hereof  yerly  x"  §.          ters  Patentes  I  the  faid  Erie  have 

Richer d  Rychc.          "   fet   the   Scale  of  myn   Armes  : 

Ycvcn    undre  my  Signet    at   my 

Caftle  of  Warkworth,  the  third  Daye  of  December,  in  teh 
XXIII.  Yer  of  the  Reigne  of  our  Soveregn  Lorde  Kyng 
Henry  the  Eight/  Oa 

*  i.  e.»  Going  :  from  the  verb.   To  Gae. 

t  Or  Fore-ancnjt :  i •  e.  oppvfite. 
}  Sic  MS. 

$  So  the  MS.  The  above.  Sir  Richard  Rych  was  Chan* 
teller  of  the.  Agumcntalions  at  the  Suppression  of  the  Ma* 
nafteries. 


C    47    3 

On  the  DitTokitton  of  the  Monafteries,  the  above  Pa- 
tent was  produced  before  the  Court  of  Augmentation  in 
Michaelmas-Term,  2.0  Oft.  A.  29.  Hen.  VIII.  when 
the  fame  was  allowed  by  the  Chancellor  and  Councel  of  the 
{aid  Court,  and  all  the  profits  confirmed  to  the  incumbent 
Sir  George  Lancafter ;  Excepting  that  in  compenfation  for 
the  annual  Stipend  of  Twenty  Marks,  he  was  to  receive  a 
Stipend  of  Ten  Marks,  and  to  have  a  free  Chapel  called  the 
Rood  Chapel,  and  the  Hofpital  of  St.  Leonard,  within 
the  Barony  of  Wigdon,  in  the  County  of  Cumberland. 

After  the  perufal  of  the  above  PATENT  it  will  perhaps 
be  needlefs  to  caution  the  Reader  againft  'a  Miftake,  fome 
have  fallen  into  ;  of  confounding  this  Hermitage  NEAR. 
Warkworth,  with  a  Chantry  founded  WITHIN  the  town 
dtfelf,  by  Nicholas  de  Farnham,  bifhop  of  Durham,  in  the 
<reignof  Henry  III.  who  appropriated  the  Church  of  Bran- 
kefton  for  the  maintenance  there  of  TWO  Benediftine 
Monks  from  Durham*.  That  fmall  monaftic  foundation 
1 4s  indeed  called  a  CELL  by  bifhop  Tannert:  but  he  muft  be 
very  ignoraut.  who  fuppofes  that  by  the  word  CELL  is 
l-neceflarily  to  be  underftood  a  Hermitage  ;  whereas  it  was 
j  commonly  applied  to  any  frnall  conventual  eftablimmenr, 
I  which  was  dependant  on  another. 

As  for  the  Chapel  belonging  to  this  endowment  of  bifhop 
jFarnham,  it  is  mentioned  as  in  ruins  in  feveral  old  Surveys 
[of  Queen  Elizabeth's  time  ;  and  its  fcite,  not  far  from 

Warkworth 

*  Ang.  Sacr.  p.  738.        t  Not.  Mon,  396. 
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Warkworth  Church,  is  (till  remembered.  But  that  there 
was  never  more  than  One  Prieft  maintained,  at  one  and  the 
fame  time,  within  the  Hermitage,  is  plainly  proved  (if  any 
further  proof  be  wanting)  by  the  following  Extraft  from  a 
furvey  of  Warkworth,  made  in  the  Year  1567,*  viz. 

6  Ther  is  in  the  Parke  (fc.  of  Warkworth)  alfo  one  Howfe 
hewyn  within-  one  Cragge,  which  is  called  the  Hermitage 
Chapel:  In  the  fame  ther  haith  bene  One  Preajl  keaped 
which  did  fuch  godlye  Services  as  at  that  tyme  was  ufed 
and  celebrated.  The  Mantion  Howfe  [_fc.  the  fmall  build- 
ing adjoining  to  the  Cragge]  ys  now  indecaye:  The  Clofes 
that  apperteined  the  faid  Chantrie  is  occupied  to  his  Lord- 
Clip's  ufe.' 

*  By  Geo*  Ctarhfon>  MS.  penes  Due,  North. 


HENRY 


HENRY    AND     E  M   M 

UPON   THE    MODEL   OF 

THE    KUT-BROWN 


By  MATTHEW   PRIOR. 

fTHHOU,  to  wkofecyes  I  bend,  at  whofe  command 

-*-     (Tho'  low  my  voice,  tho'  artlefs  be  my  hand) 
I  take  the  Brightly  reed,  and  fing  and  piay, 
Carelcfs  of  what  thecens'ring  world  may  fay  ; 
Bright  Cloe !   objecl:  of  my  conftant  vow, 
Wilt  thou  awhile  unbend  thy  ferrous  brow  ? 
WUt  thou  with  pleafure  he  ar  thy  lover's  drains, 
And  with  one  heav'nly  fmrle  o'erpay  his  pains  ? 
No  longer  ihall  the  Nut-Brown  Maid  be  old, 
Tho'  fince  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have  roll'd  ; 
At  thy  defire  {he  {hall  again  be  rais'd, 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lading  verfe  be  prais'd. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  fliall  complain, 
That  he  may  love  and  not  belov'd  again  ; 
That  we  in  vain  the  fickle  fex  ptirfue, 
Who  change  the  constant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  faid 
Of  female  paffion  feign 'd,  or  faith  decay 'd, 
Henceforth  fhali  in  my  verfe  refuted  ftand, 

e  faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  fand  : 
while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 

nconquer M  lovt  and  ever-during  flame, 

ol,  If  4,  E  O,  faixeft 
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O,  fan-ft  Of  the  fex  !  be  thou  my  Mufe  ; 
Deign  on  rnj^work  thy  Influence  to  diffufe  : 
Let  me  partake  iV,e  bleflings  I  rehearfe, 
And  grant  me  Love  i\\e  juft  reward  of  verfe. 
As  Beauty's  potent  queen  with  ev'ry  grace 
That  once  was  Emma's  has  adora'd  thy  face, 
And  as  her  fort  has  to  my  bofom  dealt 
That  conftant  flame  which  faithful  Henry  felt, 
O  let  thy  ftory  with  thy  life  agree, 
Let  men  once  more  the  bright  example  fee; 
What  Emma  was  to  him  be  thou  to  me  : 
Nor  fend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love, 
Diftant  and  fad,  a  banifh'd  man  to  rove  : 
But,  oh  !  with  pity  long  entreated  crown 
My  pains  and  hopes ;  and  when  thou  fay'ft  that  one 
Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'fl,  oh  !   think  on  me  alone. 

WHERE  beauteous  Ifis  and  her  hufband  Thame 
With  mingled  waves  for  ever  flow  the  fame, 
In  times  of  yore  an  ancient  baron  liv'd, 
Great  gifts  beftow'd.  and  great  refpecls  receiv'd. 

When  dreadful  Edward  with  fuccefsful  care 
Led  his  free  Britons  to  the  Gallic  war, 
This  lord  had  headed  his  appointed  bands, 
In  firm  allegiance  to  his  king's  commands, 
And  (all  due  honors  faithfully  difcharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat,  enlarg'd 
With  a  new  mark,  the  witnefs  of  his  toil, 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fpoil. 

From 
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From  the  loud  camp  retir'd  and  noify  court, 
In  honorable  eafe  and  rural  (port 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  fafely  paft, 
Nor  found  they  fagg'd  too  flow  nor  flew  too  fall ; 
lie  made  his  wifh  with  his  eftate  comply, 
Joyful  to  live,  yet  not  afraid  to  die. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter,  chafte  and  fair, 
His  age's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir  : 
They  call'd  her  Emma,  for  the  beauteous  dame 
"Who  gave  the  virgin  birth  had  borne  the  name  ; 
The  name  th'  indulgent  father  doubly  lov'd, 
For  in  the  child  the  mother's  charms  improv'd  : 
Yet  as  when  little  ronnd  his  knees  (he  play'd, 
He  cali'd  her  oft'  in  fport  his  Nut-brown  Maid  ; 
The  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word, 
(As  ftill  they  pleafe  who  imitate  their  lord) 
Ufage  confirm'd  what  fancy  had  begun; 
The  mutual  terms  around  the  land  were  known, 
And  Emma  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid  were  one. 
As  with  her  ftature  ftill  her  charms  increas'd, 
Thro'  all  the  ifle  her  beauty  was  confefs'd. 
Oh  !  what  perfections  mufl  that  virgin  (hare 
Who  faireft  is  efteem'd  where  all  are  fair  ? 
From  diftant  (hires  repair  the  noble  youth, 
And  find  report  for  once  had  leffen'd  truth. 
By  wonder  firft,  and  then  by  paflion  mov'd, 
They  came,  they  faw,  they  marvell'd,  and  they 
By  public  praifes  and  by  fecret  fighs 
Each  own'd  the  general  pow'r  of  Emma's  eyes. 

£2  In 
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In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  flro^c 

By  glorious  deeds  to  purchafe  Emma's  love, 

In  gentle  verfe  the  witty  told  their  flame, 

And  grac'd  their  choiceft  fongs  with  Emma's  name. 

In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ, 

Ufelefs  their  ftrength,  and  impotent  their  wit ; 

Great  Venus  only  muft  direct  the  dart, 

Which  elfe  will  never  reach  the  fair  one's  heart, 

Spite  of  th*  attempts  of  Force  and  foft  effects  of  Art  { 

Great  Venus  muft  prefer  the  happy  one  ;  -i 

In  Henry's  caufe  her  favor  muft  be  fhown,  I 

And  Emma,  of  mankind,  muft  love  but  him  alone.         J 

While  thefe  in  public  to  the  caftle  came, 
And  by  their  grandeur  juftify'd  their  flame, 
More  fecret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes ; 
His  'fquires,  his  arms,  and  equipage,  forfakes. 
In  borrow 'd  name  and  falfe  attire  array 'd, 
Oft'  he  finds  means  to  fee  the  beauteous  maid. 

W  hen  Emma  hunts,  in  huntfman's  habit  drelt, 
Henry  on  foot  pnrfues  the  bounding  beaft  ; 
In  his  right  hand  his  beachen  pole  he  bears, 
And  graceful  at  his  fide  his  horn  he  wears. 
Still  to  the  glade  where  me  has  bent  her  way 
Writh  knowing  (kill  he  drives  the  future  prey  ; 
Bids  her  decline  the  hill  and  Ihun  the  brake,  . 
And  (hews  the  path  her  fteed  may  fafeft  take  ; 
Directs  her  fpear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound  -\ 

Pleas'd  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  crown'd, 
And  blows  her  praifes  in  no  common  found. 

A  falc'ner 
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A  falc'ner  Henry  is  when  Emma  hawks; 
With  her  of  tarfeb  and  of  lures  he  talks : 
Upon  his  wrift  the  tow'ring  merlin  ftands, 
Praftis'd  to  rife  and  ftoop  at  her  commands: 
And  when  fuperior  now  the  bird  has  flown, 
And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quarry  down, 
With  humble  rev 'rence  he  accofls  the  fair, 
And  with  the  honour'd  feather  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  {till  as  from  the  fportive  field  me  goes, 
His  downcaft  eye  reveals  his  inward  woes; 
And  by  his  look  andforrow  is  expreft 
A  nobler  game  purfu'd  than  bird  or  beafr. 

A  (hepherd  now  along  the  plain  he  roves, 
And  with  his  jolly  pipe  delights  the  groves. 
The  neighb'ring  fwains  around  the  ftranger  throng, 
Or  to  admire  or  emulate  his  fong  ; 
While  with  foft  forrow  he  renews  his  lays, 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy  nor  their  praife  : 
But  foon  as  Emma's  eyes  adorn  the  plain, 
His  notes  he  raifes  to  a  nobler  flrain, 
With  dutiful  refpeft  and  ftudious  fear, 
Left  any  carelefs  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantic  gipfy  now  the  houfe  he  haunts, 
And  in  wild  phrafes  fpeaks  diflemble'd  wants. 
With  the  fond  maids  in  palmiftry  he  deals  ; 
They  tell  the  fecret  firil  which  he  reveals  ; 
§ays  who  {hall  wed,  and"  who  ftiall  be  beguil'd  ; 
What  groom  fhall  get,  and  'fquire  maintain,  the  child  : 

But 
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B  ut  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 

A  fofter  look  unbends  his  op'ning  brow  : 

"With  trembling  awe  hp  gazes  on  her  eye, 

And  in  foft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply, 

That  fhe  fhall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair, 

And  Hymen's  choiceft  gifts  are  all  referv'd  for  her. 

Now  oft'  had  Henry  chang'd  his  fly  difguife, 
Unmark'd  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes ; 
Oft'  had  fonnd  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame, 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  am'rous  flame  ; 
And  oft'  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  letters,  foft  interpreters  of  love  ; 
Till  time  andinduftry  (the  mighty  two 
That  bring  our  wilhes  nearer  to  our  view) 
Made  him  perceive  that  the  inclining  fair 
Receiv'd  his  rows  with  no  relu£lant  ear; 
That  Venus  had  confirmed  her  equal  reign, 
And  dealt  to  Emma's  heart  a  mare  of  Henry's  paiu* 

While  Cupid  fmil'd,  by  kind  occafion  blefs'd, 
And  with  the  fecret  kept  the  love  increaVd, 
The  am'rous  youth  freqnents  the  filent  groves, 
And  mnch  he  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  loves,  'tis  true,  and  is  belov'd  again  5. 
Great  are  his  joys ;  but  will  they  long  remain  f 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  his  prefent  flame,. 
But,  fmiling,  will  flie  ever  be  the  fame  ? 
Beautiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds, 
Ajid  fummer  feas  are  rul'd  by  fudden  winds  : 

Another 
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Another  love  may  gain  her  eafy  youth  ; 
Time  changes  thought,  and  Flatt'ry  conquers  Truth* 

O  impotent  eftate  of  human  life  ; 
Where  hope  and  fear  maintain  eternal  ftrife  ; 
Where  fleeting  joy  does  lafting  doubt  infpire, 
And  mod  we  queftion  what  we  moft  defire. 
Amongft  thy  various  gifts,  great  Heav'n,  beftow 
Our  cup  of  love  unmix'd  ;  forbear  to  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in,  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  naufeous  grief;  for  our  ill-judging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleafureable  tafte, 
Or  deems  it  not  fincere,  or  fears  it  cannot  laft. 

With  wi flies  rais'd,  withjealoufiesoppreft, 
(Alternate  tyrants  of  the  human  breafl) 
By  one  great  trial  he  refolves  to  prove 
The  faith  of  woman  and  the  force  of  love: 
If,  fcanning  Emma's  virtues,  he  may  find 
That  beauteous  frame  enclofe  a  fteady  mind, 
He'll  fix  his  hope,  of  future  joy  fecure, 
And  live  a  flave  to  Hymen's  happy  pow'r ; 
But  if  the  fair  one,  as  he  fears,  is  frail, 
If  pois'd  aright  in  Reafon's  equal  fcale, 
Light,  fly  her  merits,  and  her  faults  prevail, 
His  mind  he  vows  to  free  from  am'rous  care. 
The  latent  mifchief  from  his  heart  to  tear, 
Refume  his  azure  arms,  and  fhine  again  in  war. 

South  of  the  caftle  in  a  verdant  glade, 
A  fpreading  beech  extends  her  friendly  fhade; 

Here 
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Here  oft*  the  nymph  his  breathing  vows  had  heard  ; 

Here  oft'  her  filencehad  her  heart  declar'd. 

As  active  Spring  awak'd  her  infant  buds, 

And  genial  Life  inform'd  the  verdant  woods, 

Henry,  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name, 

Had  half  exprefs'd  and  half  conceal'd  his  flame 

Upon  this  tree,  and   as  the  tender  mark 

Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark, 

Venus  had  hear'd  the  virgin's  foft  addrefs, 

That,  as  the  wound,  the  paffion  might  increafe. 

As  potent  Nature  (bed  her  kindly  fhow'rs, 

And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  op'ning  flowVs, 

Upon  this  tree  the  nymph's  obliging  care 

Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair, 

Which  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 

Pleas'd  with  his  conqueft,  with  her  prefents  crown'd, 

Glorious  thro'  all  the  plains  he  oft'  had  gone,  -j  - 

And  to  each  fwain  the  myftic  honor  ihown,  > 

The  gift  ftill  prais'dj  the  giver  ftill  unknown. 

His  fecret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes ; 
To  the  lone  tree  the  lovely  maid  invites  : 
Imperfeft  words  and  dubious  terms  expref* 
That  unforefeen  mifchance  difturb'd  his  peace  ; 
That  he  muft  fomething  to  ear  commend, 
On  which  her  conduftand  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair  one  had  the  note  receiv'd, 
The  remnant  of  the  day  alone  flie  griev'd  j 
For  dift'rent  this  from  ev'ry  former  note 

WhicJti  Venus  dictated  and  Henry  wrote  5 

Which 


C    57    ] 

Which  told  her  all  his  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  his  Nut-brown  Maid  ; 
Which  always  blefs'd  her  eyes  and  own'd  her  pow'r,  • 
And  bid  her  oft*  adieu,  yet  added  more. 

Now  night  advanc'd  :  the  houfe  in  fleep  werelaidj 
The  nurfe  experienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid  ; 
And,  laft,  that  iprite  which  does  inceffant  haunt 
The  lover's  fteps,  the  ancient  maiden  aunt, 
To  her  dear  Henry  Emma  wings  her  way, 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forc'd  delay  : 
For  Love,  fantaftic  pow'r,  that  is  afraid 
To  ftir  abroad  till  Watchfulnefs  be  laid, 
Undaunted  then  o'er  cliffs  and  vallies  ftrays, 
And  leads  his  vot'ries  fafe  thro'  pathhfs  ways. 
Not  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  (hall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes,  tho'  he  poor  guide  is  blind* 

The  maiden  firft  arriving,   feut  her  eye 
Toafk  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigh  : 
With  fear  and  with  defire,  with  joy  and  pain 
She  fees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain  ; 
But,  oh  !  his  fteps  proclaim  no  lover's  hafle; 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd  regards  are  caft  5 
His  artful  bofom  heaves  difiembled  fighs, 
And  tears  fuborn'd  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 
With  eafe,  alas  !  we  credit  what  we  love  ; 
His  painted  grief  does  real  forrow  move 
In  the  afflifted  fair  :  adown  her  cheek 
Trickling  the  genuine  tears  their  current  break  ? 

Attentive 


Attentive  flood  t)ie  mournful  nymph ;  the  man 
Broke  filencefirft:   the  tale  alternate  ran. 

HEN.   Sincere,  O  tell  me,  haft  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Emma,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertain  bofom  ever  flrove 
With  the  firfl  tumults  of  a  real  iove  ? 
Haft  thou  now  dreaded  and  now  bleft  his  fwajr, 
By  turns  averfe  and  joyful  to  obey  ? 
Thy  virgin  foftnefs  haft  thou  e'er  bewail'd, 
As  reafon  yielded  and  as  love  prevail'd  ? 
And  wept  the  potent  god's  refiftlcis  dart, 
His  killing pleafure,  his  ecftatic  fmart, 
And  heavenly  poifon  thrilling  thro*  thy  heart  ? 
If  fo,  with  pity  view  my  wretched  ftate, 
At  leaft  deplore,  and  then  forget  my  fate  : 
To  fome  more  happy  knight  referve  thy  charms, 
By  fortune  favoured  and  fuccefsful  arms  j 
And  only  as  the  fun's  revolving  ray 
Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  dayt 
Permit  one  figh,  and  fet  apart  one  tear 
To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endlefs  care. 
For  me,  alas !  outcaft  of  human  race> 
Love's  anger  only  waits  and  dire  difgrace; 
For,  lo  !  thefe  hands  in  murder  are  imbru'd, 
Thefe  trembling  feet  by  Juftice  axe  purfu'd  : 
Fate  calls  aloud,  and  haftens  me  away  ; 
A  (hameful  death  attends  my  longer  flay  ; 
And  I  this  night  mufl  fly  from  thee  and  love, 
Cjndeom'd  in  lonely  woods  a  banifh'd  man  to  rove* 


EMMA, 
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£ M.\tA.  What  is  our  blifs  that  changeth  with  the  moon, 
And  day  of  life  that  darkens  ere  *t  is  noon  ? 
What  is  true  paffion,  if  unbleft  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas  !   be  pain,   the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare, 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  felt,  norfalfeone  feign'd, 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bofom  reign'd  : 
The  god  of  Love  himfelf  inhabits  there, 
With  all  its  rage,   and  dread,  and  grief,  and  care, 
His  complement  of  ftores  and  total  war.. 

O  !   ceafe  then  coldly  to  fufpeft  my  love, 
And  let  my  deed  at  leaft  my  faith  approve, 
Alas  !   no  youth  fhall  my  endearments  (hare, 
•Nor  day  nor  night  fhall  interrupt  my  care  ; 
No  future  (lory  fliall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indiff'rence  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid  ; 
Nor  to  hard'baniflimerit  fliall  Henry  run 
While  carelefs  Emma  deeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  refolv'd  where'er  thou  lead'ft  to  go. 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe; 
For  I  atteft  fair  Venus  and  her  fon. 
That  I  of  aU  mankind  will  love  but  thee  alone. 

HEN.  Let  prudence  yet  oburuft  thy  vent'rous  way,    •• 
And  take  good  heed  what  men  will  think  and  fay  j 
That  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  coyrfes  took, 
Her  father's  houfe  and  civil  life  forfook  ; 

That 
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That  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  6f  man, 

She  to  the  woodland  with  an  exile  ran. 

Refleft,  lhat  leflen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regained. 

And  virgin-honor  once,  is  always  ftain'd  : 

Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  fhun  : 

Better  not  do  the  deed  than  weep  it  done  : 

No  penance  can  abfolve  our  guilty  fame, 

Nor  tears,  that  warn  out  fin,  can  wafli  out  frame: 

Then  fly  the  fad  efFefts  of  defp'rate  love, 

And  leave  a  banidi'd  man  thro'  lonely  woods  to  rove. 

EMMA.  Let  Emma's haplefs  cafe  be  falfely  told 
By  the  rafh  young  or  the  ill  natur'd  old  ; 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  its  various  cenfures  chufe, 
Abfolve  with  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe  ; 
Fair  Truth  at  lafl  her  radiant  beams  will  raife, 
And  Malice  vanquifh'd  heightens  Virtue's  praife* 
Let  then  thy  favor  but  indulge  my  flight, 
O !  let  my  prefence  make  thy  travels  light. 
And  potent  Venus  fhall  exalt  my  name 
Above  the  rumours  of  cenforious  Fame  ; 
Nor  from  that  bufy  demon's  refllefs  pow'r 
Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore. 
Than  that  this  truth  mould  to  the  world  be  known, 
That  I  of  all  mankind  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HEN.  But  canft  thou  wield  thefword  and  bend  the  bow  ? 
With  aftive  force  repel  the  flurdy  foe  ? 
When  the  loud  tumult  fpeaks  the  battle  nigh, 
And  winged  deaths  in  whittling  arrows  fly, 

Wilt 
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thou5  tho*  wounded,  yet  undaunted  flay, 
Perform  thy  part,  and  fliare  the  dang'rous  day  ? 

s  thy  ftrength  decays  thy  heart  will  fail, 
Thy  limbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cheeks  all  pale; 
With  fruitlefs  forrovv  thou  inglorious  Maid, 
Wilt  weep  thy  fafety  by  thy  love  betray'd; 
Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'ercharg'd,  deny 
Thy  little  ufelefs  aid,  and  coward  fly  ; 
Then  wilt  thou  curfe  the  chance  that  made  thee  love 
A  banifh'd  man,  comdemn'd  in  lonely  woods  to  rove* 

EMMA.  With  fatal  certainty  Thaleftris  knew 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twinging  yew  : 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremen1  in  the  war, 
Jonduca  brandiuVd  high  the  Britifli  fpear. 
thirfl  of  vengeance  and  defire  of  fame 
Lxcite  the  female  breaft  with  martial  flame  ? 

•     *t 

\nd  ftw.ll  not  Love's  diviner  pow'r  infpire 
lore  hardy  virtue,  and  more  gen'rous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  miftruft  not,   conftant  I'll  abide,  - 
.nd  fall  or  vanquifh,  fighting  by  thy  fide, 
ho'  my  inferior  flrength  nlay  not  allc^w 
That  I  fliould  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow, 
Vith  reacy  hand  I  will  tbe  .iliaft  fupply, 
.ndjoy  to  fee  thy  victor  arrows'fly. 
bcch'din  the  battle  by  the  hoftile  reed, 
bouldfl  thou,  (but  Heav'n  avert  it !.)  fho«!J{l  thou  blecil, 
o  flop  thy  wounds  my  fined  lawn  I'd  tear, 

afli  them  with  tears,  and  \vjpe  them  with  my  hair; 
ol.  i.   4.  F  Bleft 


Bleft  when  my  dangers  and  my  toils  have  fhown 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,    could  love  but  thee  alone. 

HEN.  But  canft  thou,  tender  Maid,  canft  thoufuftaln 
Affiiftive  want,  or  hunger's  prefling  pain  ? 
Thofe  limbs,  in  lawn  and  fofieft  filk  array 'd, 
From  funbeams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid, 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  can  they  refift 
The  parching  Dogftar  and  the  bleak  North-can1  ? 
"When,  chill'd  by  adverfe  fnows  and  beating  rain, 
"We  tread  with  weary  fteps  the  longfome  plain  ; 
"When  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  ev'ning  food, 
Berries  and  acorns,  from  the  neighb'ring  woods. 
And  find  among  the  cliffs  no  other  houfe 
But  the  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gather'd  boughs, 
"Wilt  thou  not  then  reluftant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  wafte,  and  weeping  try 
(Tho'  then,  alas !  that  trial  be  too  late)  "J 

To  find  thy  father's  hofpitablegate, 
And  feats  where  Eafe  and  Plenty  brooding  fat? 
Thefe  feats  whence,  long  excluded,  thou  mull  mourn  ; 
That  gate  for  ever  ban'd  to  thy  return  ; 
"Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ill-faied  love, 
And  hate  a  banimM  man,  coridemn'd  in  woods  to  rove? 

EMMA.  Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed, 
prom  its  decline  determin'd  to  recede; 
Did  I  but  purpofe  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  fmooth  furface  of  a  fummer's  fea, 
"While  gentle  zephyrs  play  in  profp'rous  gales, 
And  Fortune's  favour^fills  the  fwelling  fails. 
But  would  forfake  the  (hip  and  make  the  more, 
"When  the  winds  whittle  and  the  tem pert s  roar  ? 
No,  Henry,  no  :  one  facred  oath  has  ty'd 
Our  loves  ;  one  deftiny  our  life  (hall  guide  ;  > 

Nor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  divide. 

When  from  the  cave  thou  rifeft  with  the  day 
To  beat  the  woods  and  roufe  the  bounding  prey. 
The  cave  with  mofs  and  branches  I'll  adorn, 
And  cheerful  fit  to  wait  my  lord's  return, 

And 
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And  when  thou  frequent  bring'ft  the  {mitten  deer, 

(For  feldom,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err) 

I'll  fetch  quick  fuel  from  the  neighb'ring  wood, 

And  flrike  the  fparkhng  flint,  and  drefs  the  food: 

With  humble  duty  and  officious  hade 

I'll  cull  the  furtheft  mead  for  thy  repall  ; 

The  choiceft  herbs    I  to  thy  board  will  bringr 

And  draw  thy  water  from  the  fremeft  Ipnng  r 

And  when  at  night,  with  weary  toil  oppreft, 

Soft  (lumbers  thou  enjoy'ft  and  wholefome  reft, 

"Watchful  I'll  guard  thee,  and  with  midnight  prayV 

"Weary  the  gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care  ; 

And  joyous  afk  at  morn's  returning  ray 

If  thou  had  health,   and  I  may  b!efs  the  day. 

My  thoughts  (hall  fix,  m-y  lateft  wifh  depend 

On  thee,  guide,  guardian,   ktnfmanr  father,    friend 

By  all  the  facred  names  be  Henry  known 

To  Emma's  heart  ;  and.  grateful,  lot  him  own 

That  ihe,  of  a.l  mankind,  could  love  but  him  alone. 

HEN.  Vainly  thou  teli'ft  me  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare; 
Thou,  ere  thou  goeft,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind, 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fcx  behind. 
No  longer  (hall  thy  comely  trefEss  break 
In  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  fnowy  neck, 
Or  fit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round, 
In  graceful  breeds,  with  various  ribband  bound  ^ 
No  longer  (hall  the  boddice  aptly  lac'd 
{lend 


From  thy  full  bofom  to  thy  {lender 
That  air  and  harmony  of  (hape  exprefs, 
Fine  by  degrees,  .and  beatifully  lei's  ; 
Nor  (hall  thy  lower  garments  artful  plait, 
From  thy  fair  fide  dependant  to  thy  feet, 
Arm  their  chaRe  beauties  with  a  modeft  pride,. 
And  double  ev'ry  charm  they  feek  to  hide. 
Th'  ambrofial  plenty  of  thy  ihining  hair 
Cropt  oft  and  loll,   fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear 
Shall  (land  uncouth;  a  horfeman's  coat  (hall  hide- 
Thy  taper  fliape  and  comelinefs  of  fide  j 

E*  The 
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The  (hort  t*unk-hofe  (hall  (how  thy  foot  and  knee 
Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-fight  free  ; 
And  with  a  bolder  ftride  and  loofer  air, 
Mingled  with  men,  a  man  thou  muft  appear. 

Nor  solitude,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  Maid,  (halt  thou  in  forefts  find  : 
*Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there, 
Or  guardian-  gods  made  innocence  their  care: 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  (hall  offend  thy  view, 
Forfuch  muft  be  my  friends  ;  a  hideous  crew, 
By  adverfe  fortune  mix'd  in  focial  ill, 
Train'd  to  aflault,  and  difciplin'd  to  kill ; 
Their  common  loves  a  lewd  abandon'd  pack,        ' 
The  beadle's  lafli  flill  flagrant  on  their  back  ; 
By  floth  corrupted,  by  diforder  fed, 
Made  bold  by  want,   and  proflitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  muft  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 

Aflift  their  violence  and  divide  their  prey  ; 

With  Hich  die  muft  return  at  fetting  light, 

Tho'  not  partaker,  witnefs  of  their  night. 

Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  founds 

And  pitying  love,  mud  feel  the  hateful  wounds 

Of  jell  obfcene  and  vulgar  ribaldry, 

The  ill-bred  quefiion  and  the  lewd  reply ; 

Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worfe, 

Mult  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curie,. 

Thatlateft  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war, 

And  blafphemy,  fad  comrade  of  defpair. 
Now,  Emma,  now  the  laft  reflection  make, 

What  thou  would  ft  follow,  what  thou  muft  forfaktt  I 

By  our  illomen'd  ftars  add  adverfe  heav'n 

No  middle  object  to  thy  choice  is  giv'n  : 

Or  yield  ihy  virtue  to  attain  thy  love, 

Or  leave  a  bauifh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woodstorove* 
EMMA.  O  grief  of  heart!   that  our  unhappy  fates 

Force  thee  to  iuffer  what  thy  honour  hates ; 

Mix  the  amongft  the  bad,  or  make  thee  run 

Too  near  the  paths  which  Virtue  bids  thee  fliun. 

Yet 
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Yet  with  her  Henry  ftill  let  Emma  go  ; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  {hare  the  woe  : 
Aud  fure  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidft  the  worft,  if  Henry  ftill  be  there. 

Our  outward  aft  is  prompted  from  within, 
And  from  the  fijiner's  mind  proceeds  the  fin  :. 
By  her  own  choice  free  Virtue  isapprov'd, 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objects  rnov'd*- 
Who  has  aftay'd  no  danger  gains  no  praife, 
In  a  finall  ifle,  amidft  the  wideft  feas, 
Triumphant  Conllancy  has  fix'd  her  feat  ; 
In  vain  the  Syrens  fing,  the  tempefts  beats  ; 
Their  flatt'ry'flie  reje£b,  nor  fears  their  threat 

For  thee  alone  thefe  little  charms  I  dreft, 
Coudemn'd  them  or  abfolv'd  them  by  thy  left  : 
In  comely  figure  rang'd  my  jewels  (hone, 
Or  negligently  plac'd,  for  thee  alone  ; 
For  thee  again  they  fliall  be  laid  a  fide  ; 
The  woman,   Henry,  {hall  put  off  her  pride 
For  thee  :  my  clothes,,  my  fex,  exchang'd  for  thee, 
I'll  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee  :  > 

O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  !  J. 

Wanting  the  kiflbrs,  with  thefe  hands  I'll  tear 
/Jf  that  obftrufts  my  (light)  this  load  of  hair  ; 
Black  foot  or  yellow  walnut  lhall  difgrace 
This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face  : 
Thefe  nails  with  fcratches  fliall  deform  my  breaft,- 
Left  by  my  look  and  colour  be  expreft 
The  mark  of  ought  high-born,  or  ever  better  dreft.- 
Yet  in  this  commerce,  under  thisdifguife, 
J  et  me  be  grateful  ftill  to  Henry's  eyes; 
Loft  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known  ; 
My  fate  I  can  abfolve  if  he  {hall  own 
That,  leaving  all  mankind,   I  love  but  him  alone. 

HEN.  O  wildeft  thought  of  on  abandon'd  mind! 
•Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  behind, 
Ev'n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'ft  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  wkh  me.   faid  Emma  fo? 

F  3  Or 
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Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  faid  ? 

O  guilty  error  !  and  O  wretched  Maid  ! 

Whofe  roving  fancy  would  refolve  the  fame 

\Vith  him  who  next  ihould  tempt  her  eafy  fame, 

And  blow  with  empty  words  the  fufceptible  flame. 

Now  why  fhould  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex? 

Confefs  thy  frailty  and  avow  the  fex  : 

No  longer  loofe  defire  for  conflantlove 

I\liftake.  but  fay,  't  is  man  with  whom  thou  long'ft  to  rove 

;  .EMMA.   Are  there  not  poifons,   racks,  and  flames,  and 

That  Emma  thus  muft  die  by  Henry's  words;      [fword5 

Yet  what  could  fwords  or  poifon,  racks  or  flame, 

But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame  ! 

More  fatal  Henry's  words,  they  murder  Emma's  fame. 

And  fall  thefe  fayings  from  that  gentle  tongue, 
"Where  civil  fpeech  and  foft  perfuafion  hung? 
Whofe  artful  fweetuefs  and  harmonious  flrain, 

Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 

Call'd  fighs,  and  tears,  and  wifhes,  to  its  aid, 

And,  whilft  it  Henry's  glowing  flame    convey'd, 

Still  blam'd  the  coldnefs  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid  ? 
Let  envious  Jealoufy  and  canker'd  Spite 

Produce  my  afoions  to  fevereft  light, 

And  tax  my  open  day  or  fecret  night. 

Did  e'er  my  tongue  fpeak  my  unguarded  heart 

1  he  leaft  inclin'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part  ? 

Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thought  reveal, 

Which  angels  might  not  hear  and  virgins  tell? 

And  haft  thou  Henry  in  my  conduct  known 

One  fault  but  that  I  muft  for  ever  own, 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone  ? 
11  E  N.  Vainly  thou  talk 'ft  of  loving  me  alone  ; 

JLachtnan  is  man.  and  ail  our  fex  is  one  : 

Ealie  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind  ; 

Nor  in  Love's  ritual  can  we  ever  find 

Vows  made  to  laft,   or  prormfes  to  bind. 
By  natuie  prompted,  and  for  empire  made, 

Alike  by  ftrength  or  cumunsr  we  invade  ; 

When 
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When  arm'd  with  rage  we  march  a  gainfl  the  foe, 
We  lift  the  battle-axe  and  draw  the  bow  ; 
When  .  nVd  with  pafhon  we  attack  the  fair, 
Delufwe  fighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear  ; 
Our  falfehood  and  our  arms  have  equal  ufe, 
As  they  our  conqueft  or  delight  produce. 

The  foolim  heart  thou  gav'ft  again  receive, 
The  only  boon  departing  Love  can  give. 
To  be  lefs  wretched  be  no  longer  true  ;  T 

What  drives  to.  fly  fhee  why  fhould'ft  thoupurfue  ?  ^ 

Forget  the  prefent  flame,  indulge  a  new  :  3 

Single  thelovelieft  of  the  am'rous  youth  ;• 
Afk  far  his  vow,  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  {halt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive  ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,   perfift,  o'ercome,  and  leave. 
Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  right ; 
Be  wife  and  falfe,  fhun  tiouble,  feek  delight; 

Change  thou  the  firft,  nor  wait  thy  lover's  flight. 

Why  fhouldft  thou  weep  ?  let  Nature  judge  our  cafei 

1  faw  thee  young  and  fair:  purfu'd  the  chace 

Of  youth  and  beauty  :   I  another  faw 

Fairer  and  younger  :  yielding  to  the  law 

Of  our  all-ruling  Mother,  I  purfu'd 

More  youth,  more  beauty.  Hleft  viciffitude! 

My  active  heart  ftill  keeps  its  priftine  fame, 

The  object  alter'd,  the  defire  the  fame. 

This  younger,  fairer,  pleads  her  rightful  charms/ 

With  preknt  pow'r  compels  me  to  her  arms  ; 

And  much   I  fear  from  my  fubje£!ed  mind, 

(If  beauty's  force  to  conftant  love  can  bind) 

That  years  may  roll  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 

Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decay'd, 

And  weeping  follow  roc.  as  thou  dofl  now, 

WTith  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

.      Nor  can  thewildnefs  of  thy  wifhes  err, 

So  wide  to  hope  that  thou  may 'ft  live  with  her  : 

Love,  well  them  know'ft,  no  partnermip  allows  ; 

Cupid  averfe,  rejects  divided  vows  j 

Then 
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Then  from  thy  fool ifh  heart,  vain  Maid,  remove 

An  ufelefs  forrow  and  an  i!l-ftar'd  love, 

And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,   at  large  in  woods  to  rove. 

EMMA.   Are  we  in  life  thro*  one  great  error  led  ? 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nymph  betray'd  ? 
Of  the  fuperior  fex  art  thou  the  worlt  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  moft  completely  curft  ? 
Yet  let  me  go  with  thee,  and  going  prove, 
From  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  this  triumphant  fair, 
This  happy  object  of  our  dift'rent  care, 
Her  let  me  follow  ;  her  let  me  attend, 
A  fervant :   ((he  may  fcorn  the  name  of  friend) 
What  {he  demands  inceflant  I'll  prepare  ; 
I'll  weave  her  garlands,  and  I'llplauher  hair; 
My  bufy  diligence  (hall  deck  her  board, 
(For  there  at  ieaft  I  may  approach  my  lord) 
And  when  her  Henry's  fo ft er  hours  advife 
His  fervant's  abfence,  with  dejefted  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede,  and  fighs  forbid  to  rife. 

Yet  when  increafing  grief  brings  flow  difeafe, 
And  ebbing  life,,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefe, 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed  ; 
When  Henry's  miftrels  iliows  him  Emma  dead, 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  from  vilenegleft  : 
With  virgin  honors  let  my  hearfe  be  deck't, 
And  decent  emblem;  and,  at  leaft,  perfuade 
This  happy  nymph  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  me 
With  frequent  eye  my  fepulchre  may  fee. 
The  nymph,  amidft  her  joys,  may  haply  breathe 
One  pious  figh,  reflecting  on  my  death. 
And  the  fad  fate  which  fhe  may  one  day  prove, 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou  forfworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art, 
If  Emma's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart, 
Thou  fure  mutt  give  one  thought,  and  drop  one  tear 
To  her  whom  love  abandoned  to  defpair  j 

To 


1 


C  69  1 

To  her  \vho  dying  on  the  wounded 
Bid  it  in  laftmg  characters  be  known, 
That  of 'mankind  me  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HEN.  Hear,  folemn  Jove,  and,  coufcious  Venus,  hear  ; 
And  thoii).  bright  Maid,  believe  me  whilfl  I  fwear; 
No  time,   no  change^  no  future  flame,  fhall  move 
The  well-plac'd  baris  of  my  lading  love. 
O  pow'rful  Virtue !   O  victorious  Fair  ! 
Atleaft  cxcufe  a  trial  too  feverc  ; 
Receive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  war. 

No  banifti'd  man,  condemned  in  woods  to  rove, 
Entreats,  thy  pardon,   and  implores  thy  love  : 
No  perjur'd  knight  (iefires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Fairefl  collection  of  thy  fex's  charms, 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth  ; 
Henry,  thy  H'-nry,  with  eternal  truth, 
As  thoji  may 'ft  wilh,  ihall  ah  his  life  employ, 
And  found    his  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy. 
In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir, 
Illullrious  earl  :   him  terrible  in  war, 
Let  Loyre  confefs,  for  fhe  has  felf  his  fword, 
And  trembling  fled  before  theBritifh  lord.  , 

Him  great  in  psace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows, 
For  fheamidu  his  fpacious  meadows  flows. 
Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  lands, 
And  fees  his  rmrn'rous  herds  imprint  her  fands. 

And  thou,  my  Fair,    my  Dove,  (halt  raife  thy  thought 
To  greatnefs  next  to  empire;  fhalt  be  brought 
With  folemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  feat, 
Where  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  fhall  wait: 
Mufic  antl  fong  mail  wake  the  marriage -day, 
And  while  thepriefts  accufe  the  bride's  delay, 
Myrtles  and  roles  fhall  obflnitl  her  way. 

Friendfhip  fhall  ftill  thy  ev'ning  feafls  adorn,  . 
And  blooming  Peace  fliall  ever  blefs  thy  morn  ; 
Succeeding  years  their  happy  race  (halt  run 
And  Age  unheeded  hy  delight  come  on, 
While  yetfuperior  love  fhall  mock  his  pow'r; 
And  when  old  Time  fliall  turn  the  fated  hour, 

Which 
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"Which  only  can  our  well-ty'd  knot  unfold, 
\Vhat  refts  of  both  one  fepulchre  {hall  hold. 

Hence,  then,  forever,  from  my  Emma's  breaft 
(That  heav'n  of  foftnefs,  and  that  teat  of  reft) 
Ye  <loubts  and  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
Tormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love  ; 
Scatter'dby  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  foretis  rove. 
4  EMMA.  O  day  !   the  faired  fare  that  ever  rofe  I 
jpfriod  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes  ! 
"Sire  of  her  joy  ;  and  fource  of  her  delight, 
O  !    wing'd  with  pleafure  take  thy  happy  flight, 
And  give  each  future  morn  a  tinclure  of  thy  white* 
Yet  tell  thy  vot'ry,  potent  queen  of  Love, 
Henry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove  ? 
Will  he  be  ever  kind,  and  jail,  and  good? 
And  is  there  yet  nomiftrefs  in  the  wood? 
None,  none  there  is  :  the  thought  was  raih  and 
A  falfe  idea,  and  a  fancy  'd  pain, 
Doubt  (hall  for  ever  quit  my  ft  rengthen'd  heart, 
And  anxious  Jealoufy's  corroding  fmart  ; 
Nor  other  inmate  {ball  inhabit  there,. 
But  foft  Belief,  young  Joy,  and  pleafing  Care. 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  {low, 
And  Fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  goddefs  ftands, 
And  (beds  her  treafure  with  unweary'd  handsr 
Jler  prefent  favor  cautious  I'll  embrace, 
And  not  unthankful  ufe  the  prorFer'd  grace  ; 
If  (he  reclaims  the  temporary  boon, 
And  tries  her  pinions,  flim'ring  to  begone^. 
Secure  of  mind  I'll  obviate  her  intent, 
And  unconcern'd  return  the  goods  fhe  lent.. 
Nor  happinefs  can   I,   nor  mifcry,   feel, 
From  any  turn  of  her  fantaftic  wheel  : 
Friendilup's  great  laws,  and  Love's  fupenor  po 
Muft  mark  the  colour  of  her  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create 
I  muft  my  ble  flings  or  my  forrows  date, 
And  Henry  's  will  muft  dictate  Emma's  fate. 
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Yet  while  withclofe  delight  and  inward  pride 
^  Which  from  the  world  my  careful  foul  (hall  hide) 
I  fee  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  defire, 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require, 
With  pow'r  invefted,  and  wiih  pleafure  cheer'd, 
Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  oppreJIer  fear'd, 
Loaded  and  bleil  with  the  affluent  ftore 
Which  human  vows  at  fmoking  fhrines  implore; 
Grateful  and  humble  grant. me  to  employ 
My  life  fubfervient  only  to  thy  joy, 
And  at  my  death  to  blefs  thy  kindnefs,  mown 
To  her  who,  of  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

W^HILE  thus  the  conftant  pair  alternate  faid, 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  Loves,  a  num'rous  crowd  ; 
Smiling  they  clapt  their  wings,  and  low  they  bow'd : 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er, 
To  chufe  propitious  (hafts  a  precious  ftore, 
That  when  their  god  mould  take  his  future  darts, 
To-ftrike  (however  rarely)  conftant  hearts, 
His  happy  {kill  might  proper  armsemploy, 
All  tipt  with  pleafure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy  ; 
Andthofe,  they  vow'd,  whofe  life  mould  imitate 
Thefe  lovers'  conftancy,  mould  {hare  their  fate. 

1  he  queen  of  Beauty  ftopp'd  her  bridled  doves, 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves  ; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear, 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  War: 
Soon  as  (he  calls,  the  god  is  always  near. 

Now  Mars,  me  faid,  let  Fame  exalt  her  voice, 
Nor  let  thy  conqueRs  only  be  her  choice, 
But  when  me  fings  great  Edward  from  the  field 
Return'd,  the  hoftile  fpear  and  captive  mield 
In  Concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  to  yield 
And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  (hall  complete 
The  years  defign'd  to  perfect  Britain's  Rate, 
The  fwift  wing'd  Pow'r  {hall  take  her  trump  again, 
To  fing  her  fav'rite  Anna's  wond'rous  reign, 

To 
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To  recolleft  nnweary'd  Marlbro's  toils, 
Old  Rufui'  Hall  unequal  to  his  fp  'ils 
The  Britim  foldier  from  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquifli'd  by  his  hand, 
Let  her  at  lea  it  pc-rform  what  I  defire* 
With  fecond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infplre, 
And  tell  the  nations  in  no  vulgar  ftrain, 
What  wars  I  manage  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 
And  when  thy  tumults  and  thy  fights  are  paft, 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  are  caft  ; 
Faithful  may'lt  thou,    like  Britifh  Henry  prove9 
And  Emma-like  let  me  .return  thy  love. 

Renown  *d  for  truth  let  all  thy  fons  appear, 
And  conftant  beauty  fliall  reward  their  care. 

Mars  fmiPd,  and  bow'd  :   the  Cyprian  deity 
Turn'd  tpthe  glorious  ruler  of  the  Iky  ; 
And  thou,  file  fmiling  faid,  great  god  of  Days 
And  Verfe,  -behold  rny  deed  and  '{ing  my  praife; 
As  on  the  Britiih  earth,  my  fay 'rite  ifle, 
Thy  gr.ntle  ru'ys  and  kindeit  influence  fmilc, 
Thro5  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves, 
Proclaim  with  joy  thcfe  memorable  loves : 
From  ev'ry  annual  couife  let  one  great  day 
To  celebrated  fports  and  floial  play 
Be  let  afidc;  and  in  the  fofteit  lays 
Of  thy  poetic  fons,  be  fplemn  praife 
And  everlafling  marks  of  honor  paid 
To  the  true  Lover  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid* 
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OWEN    OF    C  A  R  R  0  N, 


By  DR.  LANGHORNE. 


There  is  feme-thing  rornantic  in  the  {lory  of  the  follow- 
ing POEM  ;  but  the  Author  has  his  reaCons  for  believing 
that  there  is  fome thing,  likewife,  authentic.  Oh  the  fun- 
pie  circumftances  of  the  ancient  narrative,  from  which  he 
firft  borrowed  his  idea,  thofe  reafons  are  principally  founded, 
and  they  are  fupported  by  others,  with  which,  in  a  work  of 
nhis  kind,  to  trouble  his  Readers  would  be  fuperiluous. 

ON  CAR  RON'S  fids  the  primrofe  pale. 
Why  does  it  wear  a  purple  hue  ? 
Ye  maidens  fair  of  MARLIVALE, 
"Why  ftreams  your  eyes  with  pity's  dc 

'Tis  all  with  gentle  OWEN'S  blood 

That  purple  grows  the  primrofe  pale; 
That  pity  pours  the  tenderflood 

From  each  fair  eye  in  MARLIVALE. 

The  evening  ftar  fate  in  his  eye, 

The  fun  his  golden  trefles  gave, 
The  north's  pure  morn  her  orient  dye, 

To  him  who  refts  in  yonder  grave  ! 

'    .  Beneath  no  high,  hiftoric  ftorie, 

Tho' nobly  born,,  is  OWEN  laid, 
Stretch'd  on  the  green  wood's  lap  alone, 
He  fleeps  beneath  the  waving  {hade, 
"Vol.  II,  6.  A  There 
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There  many  a  flowery  race  hath  fprung, 

And  fled  before  the  mountain  gale, 
Since  firft  his  fimple  dirge  ye  fung : 

Ye  maidens  fair  of  MAR  LI  VALE. 

Yet  dill,  when  May  with  fragrant  feet 
Hath  wander'd  o'er  your  meeds  of  gold, 

That  dirge  I  hear fo  {imply  (weet 
Far  echoed  from  each  evening  fold. 

. 

'Twasin  the  pride  of  WILLIAM'S  *  day, 
When  Scotland's  honors  flourimed  flill, 

That  Moray's  Earl,  with  mighty  fway, 
Bore  rule  o'er  many  a  Highland  hill. 

And  far  fo&Him  their  fruitful  ftore 

The  fai(V&  plains  of  Carron  fpread ; 
In  fortune  rich,  in  offspring  poor, 

An  only  daughter  crown'd  his  bed. 

Oh!   write  not  poor — the  wealth  that  flows 

In  waves  of  gold  round  India's  throne, 
AH  in  her  fhining  breaft  that  glows, 

To  Ellen's  i  charms,  were  earth  and  ftone. 

For 

*   William  the  Lyon,  King  of  Scotland. 

•r  The  Lady  Ellen,  only  daughter  of  John  Earl  of 
Moray,  betrothed  to  the  Earl  of  Nithifdale,  and  after- 
zoard*  to  the  Earl  Barnard,  was  ejleemedone  ofthefineft 
women  in  Europe,  infomuch  thatjhe. 
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For  her  the  youth  c.f  Scotland  ligh'd, 

The  Frenchman  gay,  the  Spaniard  grave, 

And  frnoother  Italy  applied, 

And  many  an -Eisgiiih  baron  brave. 

In  vain  by  foreign  arts  aflail'd. 

No  foreign  loves  her  brealt  beguile, 
And  England's  honeft  valour  fail'd, 

Paid  with  a  cold,  but  courteous  fmile. 

*  Ah  !  woe  to  thee,  young  Nithifdale, 

c  That  o'er  thy  cheek  thofe  rofes  flray'd, 

*  Thy  breath,  the  violet  of  the  vale, 

4  Thy  voice,  the  mufic  of  the  (hade  ! 

«  Ah  !   woe  to  thee,  that  Ellen's  love 
6  Alone  to  thy  foft  tale  would  yield  ! 

*  For  foon  thofe  gentle  arms  {hall  prove 

«  The  conflia  of  a  ruder  field.' 

*Twas  thus  a  wayward  fifter  fpoke, 

And  caft  a  rueful  glance  behind, 
As  from  her  dimwood  glen  fhe  broke, 

And  mounted  on  the  moaning  wind. 

She  fpoke  and  vanifh'd — more  unmov'd 
Than  Moray's  rocks,  when  dorms  inveft, 

The  valiant  youth  by  Ellen  lov'd 

With  aught  that  fear,  or  fate  fuggeft. 

A  a  For 
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For  love,  methinks,  hath  power  to  raife 

The  foul  beyond  a  vulgar  fhte  ; 
Th'  unconquer'd  banners  lie  difplays 

Control  our  fears,  and  fix  cur  fate. 

III. 

'Twas  when,  on  fummer's  fofteft  eve, 
Of  clouds  that  wander'd  weft  away. 
Twilight  with  gentle  hand  did  weave 
Her  fairy  robe  of  night  and  day. 

When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  ftill, . 
And  the  wave  flept  againft  the  fiiore, 

And  the  fun,  funk  beneath  the  hill, 
Lefihis  lad  fniiie  on  Lemmerfnore*. 

Led  by  thofe-waking  dreams  of  thought 
That  warm  the  young  unprafHs'J  breaft} 
Pier  Wanted  bower  fweet  Ellen  fought, 
And  Carron  murmur'd  near,  and  footh'd  her  info  reft, 

IV. 
There  is  fome  kind  and  courtly  fprite 

That  o'er  the  realm  of  fancy  reigns, 
Throws  funmine  on  the  mafk  of  night, 

And  frniies  at  (lumber's  powerlcfs  chains  ; 

'Tis  told,   and  I  believe  the  tale, 

At  this  foft  hour  the  fpriie  was  there, 
And  fpread  with  fairer  flowers  the  vale, 

And  fill'd  with  fweeter  founds  the  air. 

A  bower 

*   A  chain  of  mountains   running   through  Scotland 
from  Eaft  to  Weft. 
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A  bower  he  fram'd  (for  he  could  frame 
What  long  might  weary  mortal  wight  : 

Swift  as  the  lightnings  rapid  flame 
Darts  on  the  unfufpeftiug  fight). 

Such  bower  he  fram'd  wkh  magic  hand,, 

As, well  that  wizard  bard  hath  wove, 
In  fcenes  where  fair  Armida's  wand 

Wav'd  all  the  witcheries  of  love. 

Yet  was  it  wrought  in  fimple  (hew  ; 

Nor  Indian  mines  nor  orient  mores 
Had  lent  their  glories  here  to  glow, 

Or  yielded  here  their  fhintng  ftores. 

All  rouud  a  poplar's  trembling  arms 

The  wild  rofe  wound  her  damafk  flower  u 

The  woodbine  lent  her  fpicy  charms, 
That  love&  to  weave  the  lover's  bower. 

The  afh,  that  courts  the  mountain  air, 

In  all  her  painted  blooms  array 'd, 
The  wilding's  blofTom  blufhing  fair, 

Combin'd  to  form  the  flowery  (hade. 

With  thyme  that  loves  the  brown  hill's  breaft, 

The  cowflip's  fweet,  reclining  head, 
The  violet  of  fky-woven  veft, 

Was  all  the  Fairy  ground  befpread. 

AS  But 
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But,  who  is  he,  whofe  locks  fo  fair 

Adown  his  manly  Ihoulders  flow  ; 
Befide  him  lies  the  hunter's  fpear, 

Befide  him  fleeps  the  warrior's  bow. 

He  bends  to  Ellen — (gentle  fprite. 

Thy  fwcet  feduftive-arts  forbear) 
He  courts  her  arms  with  fond  delight, 

And  inflant  vaniflies  in  air. 

V. 

Haft  ihou  not  found  at  early  dawn 

Some  foft  ideas  melt  away, 
If  o'er  fweet  vale,    or  flowery  lawn, 

The  fprite  of  dreams  hath  bid  thee  ftrayv 

Haft  thou  trot  fome  fair  object  feeu, 

And  when  the  fleeting  form  was  paft^ 
Stilt  on  thy  memory  found  its  mien, 

And  felt  the  fond  idea  lafl  ? 

mi  haft — and  oft  the  piclurd  view. 
Seen  in  fome  vifion  counted  vain, 
Has  ft  ruck  iky  wondering  eye  anew, 
And  brought  the  long  loll  dream  agnin. 

\Vith  v,'ariior\s-bow.   with  hunter's  fpear, 
With  locks  adown  his  ihoulder  fpread, 
Young  Nithifdaie  is  ranging  near — 

He's  ranging  near  yon  mountain  s  head. 

Scarce 
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Scarce  had  one  pale  moon  pafs'd  away, . 

And  iill'd  her  filver  urn  again, 
When  in  the  devious  chace  to  ftrav, 

Afar  from  all  his  woodland  train. 

To  Carron's  bank  his  fate  confign'd,  , 

And,  all  to  fliun  the  fervid  hour. 
He  fought  fome  friendly  (hade  to  find,  . 

And  found  the  vifionary  boWer.  . 

VI.. 

Led  by  tne  golden  ftar  oflove, 

Sweet  Ellen  took  herwonted  way,  . 
And  in  the  deep  defending  grove 

Sought  refuge  from  the  fervid  day—  ... 

Oh  ! — who  is  he  whofe  ringlets  fair 

Diforcler'd  o'er  his  green  veil  (low,  . 
Pveclin'd  in  reft- — whofe  funny  hair 

Half  hides  the  fair  cheek's  ardent  Mow  ? 

O 

JTis  he,  that  fpr'te's  illufive  gueft, 

(Ah  m?  \   that  fprites  can  fate  controul  !) 

That  lives,  flill  irnag'd  on  her  bread, 
That  lives  ftill  piftur'd  in  h«r  foul 

As  when  fome  gentle  fpirit  fled 

From  earth  to  breathe  Elyfium  air, 
And,   in  the  (rain  whom  we  call  dead,  . 

Perceives  its  long-lov'd  partner. there  ; 

Soft, 


[    8    3 

Soft,  fudden  pleafure  ruflieso'er, 

Refifllefs,  o'er  its  airy  frame, 
To  find  its  future  fate  reflore 

The  objeft  of  its  former  flame, 

So  Ellen  flood — lefs  power  to  move 

Had  he,  who  bound  in  {lumber's  chain, 

Seein'd  haply,  o.'c-v  his  hill  to  rove, 
Aud  wind  his  woodland  chace  again. 

She  flood,  but  trembled — mingled  fear, 

And  fond  delight  and  melting  love 
Seiz'd  all  her  foul  ;  fhe  came  not  near, 

She  came   not  near  that  fated  grove. 

She  flrives  to  fly  from  wizard's  wand 
As  well  might  powerlefs  captive  fly 

The  new  cropt  flower  falls  from  her  hand—- 
Ah !  fall  not  with  that  flower  to  die* 

VII. 

Haft  thou  not  feen  fome  aaure  gleam 

Smile  in  the  morning's  orient  eye, 
And  fkirt  the  the  reddening  cloud's  foft  beam. 

What  time  the  fun  was  hafling  nigh  ? 

Thon  haft— and  thou  canft  fancy  well 

As  any  mufe  that  meets  thine  ear, 
The  foul-fet  eye  of  Nithifdale, 

When  wak'd,  it  fix'd  on  Ellen  near. 

Silent 
*  See  the  Plate 
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Silent  they  gaz'd — that  filcnce  broke  ; 
J  Hail  Goddefs  of  thefe  groves,'  he  cry'd 

*  O  let  me  wear  thy  gentle  yoke  ; 

*  O  let  me  in  thy  fervice  bide  ! 

*  For  thee  I'll  climb  the  mountain  fleep, 

*  Unwearied  chafe  the  deRin'd  prey, 

*  For  thee  I'll  pierce  tta  wild-wood  deep, 

*  And  part  the  fprays  that  vex  thy  way,' 

For  thee — {  O  ftranger,  ceafe,'   fhe  faid, 

And  fwift  away,  like  Daphne,  fhw, 
But  Daphne's  flight  was  not  delay 'd 

By  aught  that  to  her  bofom  grew. 

'Twas  Atalanta's  golden  fruit, 

The  fond  idea  that  coniin'd 
Fair  Ellen's  fleps,  and  blefs'd  his  fuit, 

Who  was  not  far,  not  far  behind. 

VIII. 

O  love  !   within  thofe  golden  vale?, 

Thofe  genial  airs  where  thou  waft  born,. 

Where  nature,    liftening  thy  foft  tales, 
Leans  on  the  rofy  brcaft  of  morn, 

Where  the  fiver t  fmiles,  the  graces  dwell,  \ 

And  tender  Iighs  the  heart  remove, 
In  filent  eloquence  to  tell 

Thy  tale,  O  foul-f  ibduing  love  ! 

Ah! 
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Ah  !   wherefore  fhould  grim  rage  be  nigh, 
And  dark  difmtfl,  with  changeful  face, 

And  jealoufy's  reverred  ey.e 

Be  near  thy  fair  thy  fuvour'd  place  ? 

IX 
Earl  Barnard  was  of  high  degree 

And  Lord  of  many  a  lowland  hind, 
And  long  for  Ellen  love  had  he, 

Had  love,  but  not  of  gentle  kind. 

From  Moray's  Halls  her  abfent  hour 

He  watch'd  with  all  a  mifer's  care  ; 
The  wide  domain,  the  princely  dower 

Made  Ellen  more  than  Ellen  fair. 

Ah  wretch  !   to  think  the  liberal  foul 

May  thus  with  fair  affeftion  part ! 
Though  Lothian's  vales  thy  fway  controuJ, 

Know,   Lothian  is  not  worth  one  heart, 

Studious  he  marks  her  abfent  hour, 

And  winding  far  where  Carron  flows, 
Sudden  he  fees  the  fated  bower, 

And  red  rage  on  his  dark  brow  glows. 

For  who  is  he  ? — 'tis  Nithifdale  ! 

And  that  fair  form  with  arm  reclin'd 
On  his  ? — 'tis  Ellen  of  the  vale, 

'Tis  flie  (O  powers  of  vengeance  !)  kind 

Should 
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Should  he  that  vengeance  fwift  p-.srfje  ? 

No — that  would  nil  his  hopes  deftroy  ; 
Moray  would  vaniih  from  his  vfew. 

And  rob  him  of  a  miier's  joy. 

Unfeen  to  Moray's  halls  he  hies— 

He  calls  his  fiaves,  his  ruffian  band, 
••  And;  hafte  to  yonder  grove.','   He  cries, 

*  And  ambuih'd  lie  by  Carron's  ftrand.' 

'*  What  time  ye  mark  from  bower  or  glen 
«  A  gentle  lady  take  her  way 

*  Todiftance  due,  and  far  from  ken, 

,     *  Allow  her  length  of  time  to  ftray, 

€  Then  ranfack  ftraight  that  range  of  groves.— 
'  With  hunter's  fpear,  and-  veft  of  green, 

*  If  chance,  a  rofyftripling  rove?1,-— 

'  Ye  well  can  aim  your  arrows  keen.' 

And  now-tne  ruffian  flaves  are  nigh, 

And  Ellen  takcsner  homeward  way  ; 
Though  ftay'd  by  many  a  tender  figh, 

She  can  no  longer,  longer  flay. 

Pen  five,  agaiuft  yon  poplar  pale 

The  lover  leans  his  gentle  heart, 
Revolving  many  .a  tender  tale, 

And  wonderiug  ftil'l  how  they  could  part. 

Three 


Three  arrows  pierc'd  the  defart  air,    ^ 

Ere  yet  his  tender  dreams  depart  ; 
And  one  ftruck  deep  his  forehead  fair, 

And  one  went  through  his  gentle  heart. 

Love's  wakeing  dream  is  loft  in  fleep 

He  lies  beneath  yon  poplar  pale  ; 
Ah  !   could  ye  marvel  ye  fhould  weep: 

Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale  ! 

X. 

"When  all  the' mountain  gales  were  ftill, 

And  the  wave  flept  again  ft  the  fhore, 
And  the  fun,  funk  beneath  the  hill, 

Left  his  laft  fmile  on  Lemmermore ; 

Sweet  Ellen  takes  her  wonted  way 

Along  the  fairy-featur'd  vale  : 
*•  Bright  o'er  his  wave  does  Carron  play, 
And  foon  {he'll  meet  her  Nithifdale 

She'll  meet  him  foon — for  at  her  fight 

Swift  as  the  mountain  deer  he  fpcd  ; 
The  evening  fhades  will  fink  in  night, — 

Where  art  thou,  loitering  lover,  fled  ? 

O  !   She  will  chide  thy  trifliug  ftay, 

E'en  now  the  foft  reproach  fhe  frames  : 

*  Can  lovers  brook  fuch  Lng  delay  ? 
*  Lovers  thatboaft  of  ardent  flames  ;' 

He 
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He  comes  not — weary  with  the  chace, 

Soft  (lumber  o'er  his  eyelids  throws 
Her  veil — we'll  fteal  one  dear  embrace. 

We'll  gently  fteal  on  his  repofe. 

This  is  the  bower — we'll  fofcly  tread-- 
He fleeps  beneath  yon  poplar  pale- 
Lover,  ife'er  thy  heart  has  bled,  ' 
Thy  heart  will  far  forego  my  tale  ! 

XL 

Ellen  is  not  in  princely  bower, 

She's  not  in  Moray's  fplendid  train  ; 
Their  tniftrefs  dear  at  midnight  hour, 

Her  weeping  maidens  feek  in  vain. 

Her  pillow  fwells  not  deep  with  down  ; 

For  her  no  balms  their  fweets  exhale  : 
Her  limbs  are  on  the  pale  turf  thrown, 

Prefs'd  by  her  lovely  cheek  as  pale. 

On  that  fair  cheek,  that  flowing  hair, 

The  broom  its  yellow  leaf  hath  {bed, 
And  the  chill  mountain's  early  air 

Blows  wildly  o'er  her  beauteous  head. 

As  the  foft  ftar  of  orient  day, 

When  cjouds  involve  his  rofy  light, 
Darts  thro'  the  gloom  a  tranfient  ray, 

And  leaves  the  world  once  more  to  night  ; 
Vol.  II.  6.  B-  Returning- 
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Returning  life  illumes  her  eye, 

And  flow  its  languid  orb  unfolds  —  • 
What  are  thofe  bloody  arrows  nigli  ? 

Sure,  bloody  arrows  me  beholds] 

What  was  that  form  fo  ghaftly  pu)e, 
That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ? 

'Twas  fome  poor  youth  —  '  Ah  Nithifdale  !' 
She  faid,  and  Client  funk  away. 

XII. 
The  morn  is  on  the  mountains  fpread, 

The  wood-lark  trills  his  liquid  ftrain—  — 
Can  morn's  fweet  mufic  raife  the  dead  ? 

Give  the  fet  eye  its  foul  again  ? 

A  (hepherd  of  that  gentler  mind 

WThich  nature  not  profufely  yields, 

Seeks  in  thefe  lonely  {hades  to  find 
Some  wanderer  from  his  little  fields. 


he  flands  —  and  firople  fear 
O'er  all  his  paly  viiage  glides  — 
e  Ah  me  !   what  means  this  mifery  here  ? 
4   What  fate  this  lady  fair  betides  ?' 

He  bears  her  to  his  friendly  home, 

When  life,  he  finds,  has  but  retir'd; 
With  hafle  he  frames  the  lover's  tomb, 

For  his  is  quite,  is  qflite  expir'd  ! 

XIII 
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*  O  hide  me  in  thy  humble  bower* 

Returning  late  to  life  fiie  faid  ; 

*  I'll  bind  thy  crook  with  many  a  flower  ; 

*  With  many  a  rofy  wreath  thy  head. 

*  Good  fhepherd,  hade  to  yonder  grove, 

'  And,  if  my  love  afleep  is  laid, 

*  Oh  !  wake  him  not  ;  but  foftly  move 

*  Some  pillow  to  that  gentle  head. 

'  Sure,  thou  wil't  know  him.  fhepherd  fwain, 

*  Thou  know'ft  the  fun  rife  o'er  the  fea— 

*  But  Oh  !    no  lamb  in  all  thy  train 

*  Was  e'er  fo  mild,  fo  mild  as  he.' 

*  His  head  his  on  the  wood-mofs  laid ; 
'  I  .did  not  wake  his  (lumber  deep  — 

'    Sweet  lings  the  redbreaft  o'er  the  (hade— 
4    Why,  gentle  lady,  would  you  weep  ?* 

As  flowers  that  fade  in  burning  day, 
At  evening  find  the  dew-drop  dear, 

But  fiercer  feel  the  noon-iide  ray, 
When  foften'd  by  the  nightly  imr  ; 

Returning  in  the  flowing  tear, 

This  lovely  flower,  more  fwcet  then  they, 
Found  her  fair  foul,  and,  wandering  near. 

The  ft  ranger.  Reafon,  crofs'd  her  way. 


Found 
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Fetmd  her  fair  foul, — Ah  !   fo  to  find 
Was  but  more  dreadful  grief  to  know  ! 

-Ah!    fure.   the  privilege  of  mind 
Can  not  be  worih  the  \vifh  of  woe. 


On  melancholy's  fiier.t  urn 

A  fofter  ihade  of  forrow  falls, 
B\it  Ellen  can  no  more  return, 

No  more~return  to  M  oray's  Halls, 

Beneath  the  low  and  loiHy  fhade 

The  flow  confuming  hour  fne'll  weep, 

Till  nature  feeks  her  laft-left  aid, 
In  the  fad,  fombrous  arms  of  fleep. 

*  Thefe  jewels  all,  unmeet  for  me, 

«  Shalt  thou,'  flie  faid,  4  good  fhepherd  take  ; 
'  Thefe  gems  will  purchafe  gold  for  thee, 

'  And  thefe  be  thine  for  Ellen's  fake. 

*  So  fail  thou  not.  at  eve  and  morn, 

6  The  rofemary's  pale  bough  to  bring—- 
Thou knevvll  where  I  was  found  forlorn— 
1  Where  thou  hail  heard  the  redbreaft  fing. 

fi  Heedful  I'll  tend  thy  flocks  the  while, 

•  Or  aid  thy  ftiepherdefs's  care, 
4  For  I  will  {hare  her  humble  toil, 

£  And  I  her  friendly  roof  will  fhare,' 

XV, 
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And  now  two  longfome  years  are  pad 

Id  luxury  of  lonely  pain — 
The  lovely  mourner,    found  at  laft, 

To  Moray's  Halls  is  borne  again. 

Yet  has  (lie  left  one  object  dear, 

That  wears  love's  funny  eye  of  joy 

Is  Nithifdalc  reviving  here  ? 

Or  is  it  but  a  fiiepherd's  boy  ? 

By  Carron's  fide,  a  fbephcrd's  boy, 

He  binds  his  vale  flowers  with  the  reed  ; 

He  wears  love.'s  funnv  heart  of  joy, 
And  birth  he  litile  feems  to  heed. 

XVI. 

But  ah  !   no  more  his  infant  deep 
Clofcs  beneath  a  mother's  imile, 

Who,  only  when  it  clos'd  would  weep, 
And  yield  to  tender  wos  the  while. 

No  more,  with  fond  attention  dear. 
She  feeks  th'  unfpoken  wifh  to  find  ; 

No  more  fliall  Ihe,  with  pleafure's  tear, 
See  the  foul  waxing  into  mind. 


o 


XVII, 
Does  nature  bear  a  tyrant's  bread  ? 

Is  Che  the  friend  of  ftern  controul  ? 
Wears  (he  the  defpot's  purple  veft  : 

.  Or  fetters  Ihe  the  free-born  foul? 

Whree 
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Where,  worft  of  tyrants,  is  thy  claim 
In  chains  thy  children*'  breads  to  bind  ? 

Gav'ft  thon  the  Promethean  flame  ? 
The  incommunicable  mind  ?, 

Thy  offspring  are  great  Nature's, — free, 

Aud  of  her  fair  dominion  heirs  ; 
Each  privilege  {he  gives  to  thee  ;- 

Know,  that  each  privilege  is  theirs, 

They  have  thy  fortune,  wear  thine  eye,. 

Perhaps  fome  feeling  of  thy  heart  ; 
And  wilt  thou  their  lov'd  hearts  deny 

To  a£l  their  fair,  their  proper  part  ? 

XVIII. 
The  Lord  of  Lothian's  fertile  vale, 

111  fated  Ellen,  claims  thy  hand; 
Thou  know'ft  not  that  thy  Nithifdale 

Was  low  laid  by  his  ruffian  band* 

And  Moray  with  unfather'd  eyes, 

Fix'd  on  fair  Lothian's  fertile  dale. 
Attends  the  human  facnfice, 

Without  the  Grecian  painter's  veil. 

O  married  love  !  thy  bard  mail  own, 

Where  two  congenial  fouls  unite, 
Thy  golden  chain  inlaid  with  down, 

Thy  lamp  with  heaven's  own  fplendor  bright, 

But 
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But  if  no  radiant  flar  of  love 

O  Hymen  !  fmile  on  thy  fair  rite, 
Thy  chain  a  wretched  weight  lhall  prove. 

Thy  lamp  a  fad  fepulchral  light. 

XIX.  . 

And  now  has  time's  flow  wandering  wing 
Borne  many  a  year  unmark'd  with  fpeed— 

Where  is  the  boy  by  Carron's  fpring, 

"Who  bound  his  vale  flowers  with  the  reed  ? 

Ah  me  !  thofe  flowers  he  binds  no  more  ; 

No  early  charm  return  again  ; 
The  parent,  nature  keeps  in  {lore 

Her  beft  joys  for  her  little  train. 

No  longer  heed  the  fun-beam  bright 

That  plays  on  Carron's  breaft  he  can, 
Reafon  has  lent  her  quivering  light. 

And  fhewn  the  checquer'd  field  of  man, 

XX. 

As  the  firft  human  heir  of  earth 

With  penfiveeye  himfelf  furvey'd, 
And,  all  unconfcious  of  his  birth, 

Sate  thoughtful  oft  in  Eden's  (hade  ; 

In  penfive  thought  fo  Owen  ftray'd 

Wild  Carron's  lonely  woods  among. 
And  once,  within  their  greeneft  glade, 

He  fondly  fram'd  this  fimple  fong  : 

XXI. 
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XXI. 

Why  is  tliis  crook  .adorn'd  .with  gold  ? 
Why  am  I   tales  of  ladies,  tpld  ? 
Why  does  no  labour  tne  employ, 
If  I  am  but  a  (hepherd's  boy  ? 

A  filken.vcR  like  mine  fo  green 
In  {hephcid's  but  I  have  not  feen — 
Why  fliould  I  in  fuel)  vcflure  joy, 
If  I  am  but  a  mepherd's  boy  ? 

I  know  it  is  no  ftiepherd's  art 
His  written  meaning  to  impart-— 
They  teach  me,  fure,  an  idle  toy. 
If  I  am  but  a  {hepherd's  boy. 

This  bracelet  bright  that  binds  my  arm — 
It  could  not  come  from  {hepherd's  farm ; 
It  only  would  that  arm  annoy, 
If  I  werebvua  fhepherd's  boy. 

And,  O  thou  filent  picture  fair, 
Thatlov'ft  (o  fmile.upon  me  there, 
O  fay,  and  {ill  my  heart  with  joy, 
That  I  am  not  a  '.{hepherd's  boy. 

XXII. 

Ah  lovely  youth  !   thy  tender  lay 

May  not  thy. gentle  life  prolong  : 
See'ft  thou  yon  nightingale  a  prey  ? 

The  fierce  ha,wk  hovering  o'er  his  fong? 

Hi* 
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His  little  heart  is  large  with  love  : 

He  fweetly  hail    his  evening  ftar, 
And  fate's  more  pointed  arrows  move, 

Infidious,  from  his  eye  afar, 

XXIII. 
The  (hepherdefs,  \vhofe  kindly  care 

Had  watch'd  o'er  Owen's  infant  breath, 
Muft  now  their  filent  manfions  fhare, 

Whom  time  leads  calmly  down  to  death, 

*  O  tell  me  parent  if  thou  art, 

'  What  is  this  lovely  pi&ure  dear  ? 

*  Why  wounds  its  mournful  eye  my  heart, 

'  Why  flows  from  mine  th'  unbidden  tear  ? 

'  Ah  !    youth  !   to  leave  thee  loth  am  I, 

c  The'  I  be  not  thy  parent  dear ; 
'  And  would' it  thou  wifh,  or  ere  I  die, 

*  The  fiory  of  thy  birth- to  hear  ? 

'  But  it  wilLmake  thee  much   bewail, 
6  And  ir.  will  make  thy  fair  eye  fweli  — .' 

She  faid,  and  irl.  tale, 

As  footh  as  {hepherdefs  might  tell, 

XXIV, 

The  heart,  that  forjraw  doom'd  to  (hare. 

*  Has  worn  tae  freqaent  feal  of  woe, 
Its  fad  impreifions  learns  to  bear, 

And  finds  full  oft,  its  ruin  flow. 

But 
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But  when  that  feal  is  firft  impreft, 

When  the  young  heart  its  pain  {hall  try, 

For  the  foft,  yielding,  trembling  breafl, 
Oft  feems  the  ftartled  foul  to  fly. 

Yet  fled  not  Owen's — wild  amaze 

In  palenefs  cloath'd,  and  lifted  hands, 
And  horror's  dread,  unmeaning  gaze, 

Mark  the  poor  flat ue,  as  it  Hands. 

The  fimple  guardian  of  his  life 

Look'd  willful  for  the  tear  to  glide  ; 
But  when  {he  faw  his-tearlefs  ftrife, 

Silent,  {he  lent  him  one, — and  died. 
XXV. 

*  No,  I  am  not  a  fhepherd's  boy,1 

4  Awaking  from  his  dream,  he  fait!,, 
4  Ah  where  is  now  the  promis'd  joy 

*  Of  this? — forever,  ever  fled  ! 

*  O  pifture  dear  !   for  her  lov'd  fake 

*  How  fondly  could  my  heart  bewail  ! 

*  My  friendly  fhepherdefs,  O  wake. 

*  And  tell  me  more  of  this  fad  tale* 

*  O  tell  me  more  of  this  fad  tale— 

'  No  ;  thou  enjoy  thy  gentle  deep  ! 
4  And  I  will  go  to  Lothian's  vale, 

«  And  more  than  all  her  waters  weep.' 

XXVI. 
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XXVI. 

Owen  to  Lothian's  vale  is  fled 

Earl  Barnard's  lofty  towers  appear — - 
«  O  !   art  (hou  there,   the  full  heart  faid, 

'  O  !   art  thotr  there,  my  parent  deaf  ?' 

Yes,  flie  is  there  :  from  idle  date 

Oft  has  flic  ftole  her  hour  to  weep  •, 
Think  how  file   *  by  thy  cradle  fate,' 

And  how  {he  ;  fondly  faw  thee  fleep*.' 

Now  tries  his  trembling  hand  to  frame 

Full  many  a  tender  line  of  love  ; 
And  dill  he  blots  the  parent's  name, 

For  that,  he  fears,  might  fatal  prove 

XXVII. 
O'er  a  fair  fountain's  fmiling  fide 

Reclin'd  a  dim  tower,  clad  with  mofs, 
Where  every  bird  was  wont  to  bide, 

That  languifh'd  for  its  partner's lofs, 

This  fcene  he  chofe,  this  fcene  affign'd 

A  parent's  firft  embrace  to  wait, 
And  many  a  foft  tear  fill'd  his  mind, 

Anxious  for  his  fond  letter's  fate. 

The  hand  that  bore  thofe  lines  of  love, 

The  well-informing  bracelet  bore — 
Ah  !    may  they  not  unpmfp'rous  prove  ! 

Ah  !  fafely  pafs  yon  dangerous  door  !  She 

*   See  the  ancient  SCOTTISH  Ballad,   called 
CHILD   MAURICE. 
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*  She  comes  not ;— can  fhe  then  delay  ? 

'  Cried  the  fair  youth,  and  dropt  a  tear— 

*  Whatever  filial  love  could  fay, 

<  To  her  I  faid,   and  caii'd  her  dear. 

«  She  comes — Oh  !  No — encircled  round 
'  'Tis  fome  rude  chief  with  ma  ny  a  fpear. 

«  My  haplefs  tale  that  Earl  has  found  — 
'  Ah  me !  my  heart !   for  her  I  fear,* 

His  tender  tale  that  Earl  had  read, 

Or  ere  it  reach'd  his  lady's  eye, 
His  dark  brow  wears  a  cloud  of  red, 

In  rage  he  deems  a  rival  nigh. 

XXIX, 

'Tis  o'er— thofe  locks  that  wav'd  in  gold, 
That  wav'd  adown  thofe  cheeks  fo  fair, 

\Vreath 'd  in  the  gloomy  tyrant's  hold. 
Hang  from  the  fever'd  head  in  air*, 

*  Well  may  it  be  declared  byfacred  infpiration^  love 
is  ftrong  as  death,  jealoufy  cruel  as   the  grave.     Here  is 
an  injlance  of  the  melancholy  effeEts  of  a  jealous  difpofi- 
tion,   terminating  in  the  murder  of  the  fufpeEled  objett, 
how  jujily  may  we  adopt  the  language  of  the  church, 
and  fay — from  fuch  a  temper  and  difpofition,  good  Lord 

deliver  us.  and  let  all  the  people  fay,   amen, 
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That  ftreaming  head  he  joys  to  bear 

In  horrid  guife  to  Lothian's  Halls  : 
Bids  his  grim  ruffians  place  it  there 

Ere£l  upon  the  fiown'ng  walls. 

The  fatal  tokens  forth  he  drew — . 

{  Know'ft  thou  thefe— -Ellen  of  the  vale  ?' 
The  piftur'd-  bracelet  foot*  fl.e  knew, 

And  foon  her  lovely  cheek  grew  pale.— 

The  trembling  viftim,  ftraight  he  Iqd, 
Ere  yet  her  foul's  firfl  fear  was  o'er,: 
He  pointed  to  the  ghaftly  head — 
She  faw,  and  funk,  to  rife  no  more, 

TIME, 

Zy  Dr  YOUNG. 
^TPllE  bell  ftrikes  One.     We  take  no  note  of  Time 

-*-     But  from  its  lofs.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wife  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  fpoke, 
1  feel  the  folevnn  found.  If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours  ; 
Where  are  they  ?     With  the  years  beyond  the  flood. 
It  is  the  fignal  that  demands  difpatch  : 
How  much  is  to  be  dons  ?   My  hopes  and  fears 
Start  up  alarm'd',  and  o'er  life's  narrow  verge 
Look  down — on  what  ?  a  fathomlefs  aby  (s ; 

A  dread  eternity  !   hov.r  furely  mine ! 

And  can  eternity  belong  to  me, 

Poor  pcnfioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 

Vol.  II.  6.  C  rne 


THE 

FOUR       SEASONS, 
By  SAMUEL  JOHNSON.  LL.  D. 


SPRING. 

OTERN  Winter  now,  by  Spring  reprefs  d, 
*^   Forbears  the  long  continued  flrife  ; 
And  nature,  on  her  naked  breafl, 
Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  life. 

Now  o'er  the  rural  kingdom  roves 

Soft  Pleafure,  with  her  laughing  train  ; 

Love  warbles  in  the  vocal  groves, 
And  vegetation  plants  the  plain. 

Unhappy  whom  to  beds  of  pain 

Arthritic  tyranny  configns! 
\Vhom  fmiling  nature  courts  in  vain, 

Tho' rapture  fingSj  and  beauty  {nines ! 

Vet  tho'  my  limbs  difeafe  invades 

Her  wings  imagination  tries, 
And  bears  me  to  the  peaceful  {hades 

Where 's  humble  turrets  rife. 

Here  flop,  my  foul,  thy  rapid  flight. 

Nor  from  the  pleafing  groves  depart, 
Where  firft  great  nature  charm'd  my  fight. 

Where  wildom  firft  inform'd  my  heart* 

Here 
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Here  let  me  thro'  the  vales  purfae 
A  guide — a  father — and  a  friend  ; 

Once  more  great  nature's  works  review, 
Once  more  on  wifdpm's  voice  attend. 

From  falfe  careffes,  cauCel-fs  ftrife, 

Wild  hope,    vain  fear,  alike  remov'd  ; 
Here  let  me  learn  the  ufeoflife, 

When  heft  enjoy 'd,  when  moft  improv'd. 

Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bow'r, 

Cool  meditation's  quiet  feat, 
The  generous  fcorn  of  venal  pow'r, 
The  filent  grandeur  of  retreat. 

When  pride  by  guilt  to,  greatnefs  climbs, 

Or  raging  faftio.ns  ruin  to  war. 
Here  let  me  'earn  to  ihun  the  crime 

I  can't  prevent,  and  will  not  fiiare, 

But  left  I  fall  by  fubtler  foes, 

Bright  wifdom,  teach  me  Curio's  art, 

The    fwflling  pamoris  to  compofe, 
And  quell  the  rebels  of  the  heart. 


SUMMER. 

Phaebus  !  down  the  wcftern  fky 
Far  hence  diffuie  thy  burning  ray  ; 
Thy  light  to  diflant  worlds  fupply, 
And  vyake  them  to  the  cares  of  day., 

C  a  Come, 


Come,  gentle  eve,  tbe  friend  of  eafe  ! 

Come,  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night! 
Refrefh  me  with   a  cooling  breeze^ 

And  cheer  me  with  a  lambent  light. 

Lay  me  where  o'er  the  verdant  ground 

Her  living  carpet  nature  fpreads  ; 
Where  the  green  bow'r,  with  rofes  crown'd, 

In  fhow'rs  its  fragrant  foliage  {heds. 

Improve  the  peaceful  hour  with  wine, 

Let  mufic  die  along  the  grove  ; 
Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  twine, 

And  every  flrain  be  tun'd  to  love. 

Come,  Stella,  queen  of  all  my  heart  ! 

Come,  born  to  fill  its  vail  defires ! 
Thy  looks  perpetual  joys  impart, 

Thy  voice  perpetual  joys  inspires. 

Whilft,  alt  my  wim  and  thine  complete, 

By  turns  we  languifli  and  we  burn, 
Let  fighing  gales  our  fighs  repeat, 

Our  murmurs — murmuring  brooks  return, 

Let  me,  when  nature  calls  to  red, 

And  bluJhing  Ikies  rhe  morn  foretel, 
Sink  on  the  dpwn  of  Stella's  bread 

And  bid  the  waking  world  farewel. 

AUTUMN, 


AUTUMN. 

ALAS!   with  fwiftand  filent  pace 
Impatient  time  rolls  on  the  year  ; 
The  feafons  change,  and  nature's  face 
Now  fweetly  fmiles,  now  frowns  fevrre» 

*IVas  Spring,  'twa<  Summer,  all  was  gay, 

Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow  ; 
The  flow'rs  of  Spring  are  fweptaway, 

And  fummer  fruits  defert  the  bough. 

The  verdant  leaves  that  play'd  on  high, 

And  wanton'd  on  the  weftern  breeze,. 
Now  trod  in  dull  neglecled  lie, 

As  Boreas  ftrips  the  bending  trees. 

The  fields  that  wav'd  With  golden  grain, 

As  ruflet  heaths  are  wild  and  bare. 
Not  moift  with  dew,  but  drench'd  in  rain  ; 

Nor  health  nor  pleafure  wanders  there- 

No  more,  while  thro'  the  midnight  (hade 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  orb  I  ftrayr 
Soft  pleafing  woes  my  heart  invade, 

As  Progne  pours  the  melting. lay. 

From  this  capricious  clime  {he  foars, 

O  would  fome  god  but  wings  fupply  P 
To  where  each  morn  the  Spring  reftores, 

Companion  of  her  flight,  I'd- fly.. 

C  3  Vain* 
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Vain  wifli  !  me  fate  compels  to  bear 
The  downward  feafons  iron  reign, 

Compels  to  breathe  polluted  air, 
And  ftiiver  orr  a  blafted  plain 

What  blifs  to  life  can  Autumn  yield, 

If  glooms,  and  fhow'rs,  and  ftorms  prevail  | 

And  Ceres  flies  the  naked  field, 

And  flow'rs,  and  fruits,  and  Phoebus  fail  ? 

O  !  what  remains,  what  lingers  yet, 
To  cheer  me  in  the  darkening  hour  ? 

The  grape  remains,   the  friend  of  wit, 
In  love  and  mirth  of  mighty  pow'r. 

Hade,  prefs  the.  cluflers,  fill  the  bowl  ; 

Apollo  !   (hoot  thy  parting  ray  : 
This  gives  thefunfhine  of  the  foul, 

This  god  of  health,  and  verfe,  and  day* 

Still,  flill  the  jocund  ftrain  {hall  flow, 
The  pulfe  with  vigorous  rapture  beat ; 

My  Stella  with  new  charms  mall  glow, 
And  every  blifs  in  wine  fliall  meet. 


WINTER. 

NO  more  the  morn  with  tepid  rays, 
Unfolds  the  flow'r  of  various  hue 
Noon  fpreads  no  more  the  genial  blaze, 
Nor  gentle  eve  diftils  the  dew. 


The 
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The  lingering  hours  prolong  the  night  J 

Ufurping  darknefs  (hares  the  day, 
Her  mifts  reftrain  the  force  of  light  ; 

And  Fhcebus  holds  a  doubtful  fway» 

By  gloomy  twilight  half  reveal'd, 

With  fighs  we  view  the  hoary  hill, 
The  leaflcfs  wood,  the  naked  field, 

The  fnow-topt  cot,  the  frozen  rill. 

No  mufic  warbles  thro'  the  grove, 

No  vivid  colours  paint  the  plain  ; 
No  more  with  devious  fteps  I  rove 

Thro'  verdant  paths  now  fought  in  vain, 

Aloud  the  driving  temped  roars, 

Congeal'd,  impetuous  fhow'rs  defcend  ; 

Hafte,  clofe  the  window,  bar  the  doors, 
Fate  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  friend. 

In  nature's  aid  let  artfupply 

With  light  and  heat  my  little  fphere  ; 
Ronfe",  roufe  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high ; 

Light  up  a  conftellation  here. 

Let  mufic  found  the  voice  of  joy, 

Or  mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tale  ; 
Let  love  his  wanton  wiles  employ, 

And  o'er  the  feafon  wine  prevail. 

Yet 
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Yet  time  life's  dreary  winter  brings, 

When  mirth's  gay  tale  (hall  plrafe  no  more  ; 

Nor  mufic  charm,  tbo'  Stella  fings  ; 

Nor  love,  nor  wine,  the  Spring  reflore* 

Catch  then,  O  catch,  the  tranficnt  hour  : 

Improve  each  moment  as  it  flics, 
Life's  a  (hort  Summer — man  a  flow'r; 

He  dies — alas  !  how  foon  he  dies. 

EARTHLY  HAPPINESS, 

By  DR.  YOUNG. 
O  man  is  happy  till  he  thinks  on  earth 

There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than  himlelf. 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  overflows  on  all  ; 
And  love  o'erflowing  makes  an  angel  here. 
Such  angels,  all,  entitled  to  repofe 
On  Him  who  governs  fate.     Tho'  tempeft  frowns3 
Tho'  nature  (hakes,  how  foft  to  lean  on  Heaven  ! 
To  lean  on  Him,  on  whom  archangels  lean  ! 
With  inward  eyes,  and  filent  as  the  grave, 
They  fland  collecting  every  beam  of  thought, 
Till  their  hearts  kindle  with  divine  delight  ; 
For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels  feen  of  old 
In  IfraePs  dream,  come  from,  and  go  to,    heaven  5 
Hence  are  they  (ludious  of  fequefter'd  fcenes ; 
While  noife  and  diflipation  comfort  thee. 


THE 

TEMPLE      OF      FAME, 


By  ALEXANDER  POPE,  ESQ. 


TN  that  fo ft  feafon,  when  defceridingfliow'rs 

Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  rifing  flow'rs  J 
When  op'ning  buds  falute  the  welcome  day, 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray  : 
As  balmy  deep,  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  reft, 
And  love  itfelf  was  banifh'd  from  my  bread 
(What  time  the  morn  myfterious vilions  brings, 
While  purer  (lumbers  fpread  their  golden  wings); 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rofe  ; 
And,  join'd,  this  intellectual  fcene  cornpofe. 

I  flood,  rnethought,  betwixt  earth,  feas,  and  Ikies; 
The  whole  creation  open  to  my  eyes  : 
In  air  felf-  balanc'd  hung  the  globe  bel  ow, 
\Vhere  mountains  rife,  and  circling  oceans  flow  I 
Here  naked  rocks  and  empty  wafles  were  feen, 
There  tow'ry  cities,  and  the  forefts  green  ; 
Here  failing  mips  delight  the  wand'ring  eyes, 
There  trees  and  intermingled  temples  rife  : 
Now  a  clear  fun  the  (Inning  fcene  difplays, 
The  tranfient  landfcape  now  in  cloud.'  decays. 

O'er  the  wide  profpcft  as  I  gaz'cl  around, 
Sudden  I  heard  a  wild  promifcuous  found, 
Like  broken  thunders  that  at  didance  roar, 
Or  billows  murm'ring  on  the  hollow  more  : 

Then, 
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"Then,  gazing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld, 
\Vhofe  Sow'ring  fummit  ambient  clouds  coceaP 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  ftruft'ire  lay, 
Steep  its  afcent,  and  flipp'ry  was  the  way  ; 
The  wondrous  rock  like  Parian  marble  (hone, 
And  feem'd  to  diftant  fight  of  folid  ftone. 
Jnfcriptions  here  of  various  names  I  view'd, 
The  greater  part  by  hoftile  time  fubdued  ; 
Vet  wide  were  fpread  their  fame  in  ages  paft, 
And  poets  once  had  promts  *d  they  fhould  laft. 
Some,  frefli  engrav'd,  appear'd  of  wits  renown'd  : 
I  look'd  again,  nor  could  their  trace  be  found. 
Critics  I  faw,  that  other  names  deface, 
And  fix  their  own  with  labour  in  their  place  ; 
Their  own,  like  others,  foon  their  place  refigu'd, 
Or  difappear'd.  and  left  the  firft  behind. 
Nor  was  the  firft  impair'd  by  ftorms  alone, 
But  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  fun  ; 
lor  fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays 
Not  more  by  envy  than  excefs  of  praife. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  of  heaven  could  feel, 
Like  chryflal,  faithful  to  the  graven  fleel  : 
The  rock's  high  fummit,  in  the  temple's  (hade> 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  ftorm  invade. 
There  names  infcrib'd  unnumber'd  ages  paft, 
From  time's  firft  birth,  with  time  itfelf  fiiail  laft  ; 
Thcfe  ever  new,  nor  fubjetl  to  decays, 
Spread,  and  grow  brighter,  with  the  length  of  days. 
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So  Zambia's  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  froft) 
Rife  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coaft  ; 
Pale  funs,  unfeJt,  at  diflance  roll  away, 
And  on  th'  impaffive  ice  the  lightnings  play  ; 
Eternal  fnows  the  growing  mafs  fupply, 
Till  the  bright  mountains  propth'  incumbent  (ky  : 
As  Atlas  fix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears 
The  gather'd  winter  of  a  thoufand  years* 
On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  ftands ; 
Stupendous  pile  !   not  rear'd  by  mortal  hands. 
Whate'er  proud  Rome  oranful  Greece  beheld,, 
Or  elder  Babylon,  its  frame  excell'd. 
Four  faces  had  the  dome,  arid  ev'ry  face 
Of  various  flruclure,  but  of  equal  grace  : 
Four  brazen  gates,  on  columns  lifted  highj 
Salute  the  difPrent  quarters  of  the  fky. 
Her  fabled  chiefs,  in  darker  ages  born, 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn, 
Who  cities  rais'd,  or  tam'd  a  monflrous  races 
The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace  ; 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown, 
And  legiflators  feem  to  think  in  ftone. 

Weft  ward  a  fumptuous  frontifpiece  appear'dj 
On  Doric  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd, 
Ciown'd  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mold, 
And  fculpture  rifmg  on  the  roughen'd  gold. 
In  fhaggy  fpoils  here  Thefeus  was  beheld, 

And  Perfeus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  fhield  : 

There 
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There  great  Alcides  {looping  with  hi*  toil, 
Refts  on  his  club,  and  holds  th'  Hefperian  fpoil : 
Here  Orpheus  (ings ;   trees  moving  to  the  found, 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  fliade  around  : 
Amphion  there  the  loud  creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  beholds  a  fudden  Thebes  afpire  ! 
Cythaeron's  echoes  anfwer  to  his  call, 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall  : 
There  might  you  fee  the  lengthening  fpires  afcend, 
The  domes  fwell  up,  the  widening  arches  bend, 
The  growing  tow'rs  like  exhalations  rife, 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  flues. 

The  Eaftern  front  was  glorious  to  beh6ld, 
With  diamond  flaming,  and  Barbaric  gold. 
There  Ninus  (hone,  who  fpread  th' A  Syrian  fame, 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Perfian  name  : 
There,  in  long  robes,  the  royal  Magi  (land  ; 
Grave  Zoroafter  waves  the  circling  wand  : 
The  fage  Chaldseans  rob'd  in  white  appear'd, 
And  Brachmans,  deep  in  defart  woods  rever'd, 
Thefe  flopp'd  the  moon,  and  call'd  th'  unbodied  fhades. 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimm'ring  glades  ; 
Made  vifionary  fabrics  round  them  rife, 
And  airy  fpeclres  (kirn  befoie  their  eyes ; 
Of  Taiifmans  and  Sigils  knew  the  pow'r, 
And  careful  watch'd  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confucius  flood, 
\Vho  taught  that  ufeful  fcience,  to  be  good. 


But 
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But,  on  the  South,  a  long  majeftic  race 
Of  Egypt's  priefts  the  gilded  niches  grace, 
Who  meafur'd  earth,  defcrib'd  the  ftarry  fpheres, 
And  trac'd  the  long  records  of  lunar  years. 
High  on  his  car  Sefoftris  ftruck  my  view. 
Whom  fcepter'd  flaves  in  golden  harnefs  drew  : 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javelin  hold, 
His  giant  limbs  are  arm'd  in  fcales  of  gold. 
Between  the  ftatues  obelifks  were  plac'd, 
And  the  learn'd  walls  with  hieroglyphics  grac'd. 

Of  Gothic  ilrufture  was  the  northern  fide, 
O'erwrought  with  ornaments  of  barb'rous  pride. 
There  huge  collofles  rofe,  with  trophies  crown'd  ; 
And  Runic  characters  were  grav'd  around.  , 
There  fat  Zamolxis  with  creeled  eyes  ; 
And  Odin  here  in  mimic  trances  dies. 
There  on  rude  iron  columns,  fmear'd  with  bloocf, 
The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  flood, 
Druids  and  bards(their  once  loud  harps  unftrung), 
And  youths  lhat  died  to  be  by  poets  fung. 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more  of  doubtful  fame, 
To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  lading  name, 
In  ranks  adorn'd  the  Temple's  outward  face. 
The  wall,  in  luftre  and  effoft  like  glafs, 
Which  o'er  each  obje&  cafting  various  dyes. 
Enlarges  fome,  and  others  multiplies  : 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  my  flic  wall ; 
For  thus  romantic  Fate  increafes  all. 
Vol.  11,6.  D  The 
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The  Temple  fhakes,  the  founding  gates  unfold, 

\V  ide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold  ; 

Rais'd  on  a  thoufand  pillars,  wreath'd  around 

With  laurel  foliage,  and  with  eagles  crown'd. 

Of  bright  tranfparent  beryl  were  the  walls, 

The  friezes  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals  : 

.As  heaven  with  flars,  the  roof  with  jewels  glows, 

And  ever-living  lamps  depends  in  rows. 

Full  in  the  pallage  of  each  fpacious  crate, 

The  fage  Hiftorians  in  white  garments  wait  ; 

Grav'd  o'er  their  feats  the  form  of  Time  was  found, 

His  fcythe  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound. 

Within  flood  Heroes,  who  thro' loud  alarms    » 

In  blocdy  fields  purfued  renown  in  arms. 

High  on  a  throne,  \\ith  trophies  charg'd,  I  view'd 

The  Yuuth  that  all  things  but  himfelf  fubdued  ; 

His  feet  on  fceptres  and  tiaras  trod, 

And  his  horn'd  head  belyed  the  Lybian  God. 

There  Cae far,  grac'd  with  both  Minervas,  fhone; 

Czefar,  the  world's  great  mailer,  and  his  own; 

Unmov'd,  fuperior  flill,  in  ev'ry  Uat/*, 

And  fcarce  detetted  in  his  country's  fate. 

But  chief  were  thofe  who  not  for  empire  fought, 

But  with  their  toils  their  people's  fafety  bought. 

High  o'er  the  reft  Epam  nondas  flood  ; 

Timolcon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood  ; 

Bold  Scipio,  favicur  of  the  Roman  flate, 

Great  in  his  triump.jSj  in  reurcincnt  great: 
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And  wife  Aureliu",  in  whofe  well-taught  mind  ^ 

Writh  boundlefs  pow'r  unbounded  virtue  joitt'd,. 
H's  own  Uriel  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind. 

JMuch  fuft'ring  heroes  next  their  honours  claim,    . 
ofe  of  lefs  noify  and  lefs  guilty  fame, 
T  Virtue's  fileut  train  :  fupreme  of  ihefc 
Here  ever  (hines  the  godlike  Socrates  ; 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athens  could  expel, 
At  all  times  juft  but  when  he  fign'd  the  (hell  ; 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr'd  Phocion  chims, 
With  Agis,  not  the  laft  of  Spartan  names  ; 
Unconquer'd  Cato,  (hews  the  wound  he  tore  ; 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 
But  in  the  centre  of  the  hallow'd  choir, 
*  Six  pompous  columns  o'er  the  reft  afpire  ; 
Around  thefhrine  itfeif  of  Fame  they  ftand, 
Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fane  comirnnd. 
High  on  the  firft  the  mighty  Homer  (hone, 
Eternal  adamant  compos'd  his  throne  ; 
Father  of  verfe  !  in  holy  fillets  dreft, 
His  filver  beard  wav'd  gently  o'er  his  bread  ; 
Tho'  blind,  aboldnefs  in  his  looks  appears  ; 
In  years  he  feem'd,  but  not  Jmpair'd  by  year*. 
The  wars  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillar  feen  : 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  ihe  Cyprian  queen  ; 
Here  Ilcclor  glorious  from  Patroclus'  fall, 
Heredragg'd  in  triumph  round  theTrojin  wa'l  : 

D  2  Motioa 


Moiion  and  life  did  ev'iy  part  infpire, 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  matter's  fire; 
A  ftrong  expreffion  mofi  he  feern'd  t*  affeft, 
And  here  and  there  difclos'd  a  brave  negleft. 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appeared, 
On  which  a  fhrine  of  purelt  gold  was  rear'd  ; 
Firrfti'd  the  whole,  and  labour'd  ev'ry  parr, 
\Viih  parient  touches  of  unwearied  art  : 
The  Mantuan  there  in  fober  triumph  fate, 
Composed  his  poflure,  and  his  look  fedate  j 
On  Homer  ftili  he  hVd  a  rev'rend  eye, 
Great  withoi:tpride,  in  modeft  majefty. 
In  living  fculpture  on  the  files  were  fpread 
The  Lallan  wars,  and  haughty  Turnus  d$#d  ; 
Eliza  ftretch'd  upon  the  fun'ral  pyre  ; 
.^iieas  bending  with  his  aged  fire  : 
Troy  flam'd  in  burning  gold  ;  and  o'er  the  throne 
Arms  and  the  Man  in  golden  cyphers  {hone. 

Four  fwar,s  fuAain  a  car  of  filver  brighr, 
With  heads  advanc'd,  and  pinions  flretch'd  for  flight : 
Here,  like  fome  furious  prophet,  Pindar  rode, 
And  feem'd  to  labour  with  th'  infpiring  God. 
Acrofs  the  harp  a  carelefs  hand  he  flings, 
And  boldly  finks  into  the  founding  firings. 
The  figur'd  games  of  Greece  the  column  grace  ; 
Neptune  and  Jove  furvey  the  rapid  race. 
The  youths  hang  o'er  their  chariots  as  thev  run, 
The  fiery  fleeds  feern  flarting  from  the  fione : 


The 
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The  champions,   in  diftorted  pulture,  threat  j 
And  a!!  appear'd  irregulaily  great. 

Here  happy  Horace  turi'd  th'  Aufonian  lyre 
To  Tweeter  founds,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  nre  j 
Pleas'd  with  A!cse  :s'  manly  rags  t'  infafe 
The  fofter  fpirits  of  the  Sapphic  Mufe. 
The  pohfh'd  pillar  difF'  rent  fculptures  grace; 
A  work  outlawing  monumental  brafr. 
Here  {railing  Loves  and  Bacchanals  appear  ; 
The  Julian  ftar,  and  great  Auguftus  here. 
The  Doves  that  round  the  infant  poet  fpread 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hang  hov'ring  o'er  his  head. 
Here,  in  a  fhrine  that  cad  a  dazzling  light, 
Sat,  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagirite  ; 
His  facred  head  a  radiant  zodiac  crown'd, 
And  various  animals  his  fides  furround  ; 
His   piercing  eyes,   erect,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worlds,  and  looks  all  nature  through. 

With  equal  rays  immortal  Tully  (hone  ; 
The  R9man  roftra  dcck'd  the  confuls  throne  r 
Gathering  his  flowing  robe,  he  feem'd  to  ftand 
In  aft  to  fpeak,  and  graceful  ftretch'd  his  hand. 
Behind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns^ 
And  the  great  Father  of  his  country  owns, 

ThefemafTy  columns  in  a  circle  rife, 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  flues  : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  ftretch'd  my  aching  fight, 
So  large  it  fpread,  and  fwell'd  to  fuch  aheigjit. 
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Full  in  the  midft  proud  Fame's  imperial  feat 

With  jewels  blaz'd,  magnificently  great  : 

The  vivid  em'ralds  there  revive  the  eye, 

The  flaming  rubies  {hew  their  fanguine  dye, 

Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  fapphires  ftream, 

And  lucid  amber  cads  a  golden  gleam. 

With  various  colour'd  light  the  pavement  fhone, 

And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne  ; 

The  dome's  high  arch  reflects  the  mingled  blaze, 

And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays. 

When  on  the  Goddefs  firft  I  caft  my  fight, 

Scarce  feem'd  her  dature  of  a  cubit's  height ; 

But  fwell'd  to  larger  fize,  the  more  I  gaz'J, 

Till  to  the  roof  her  tow'ring  front  (he  rais'd, 

Wiih  her,  the  temple  ev'ry  moment  grew  ; 

And  ampler  viftas  open'd  to  my  view  : 

Upward  the  columns  fhoof,  the  roofs  afcend, 

And  arches  widen,  and  long  aides  extend, 

Such  was  her  form  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 

Wings  raife  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  enfold  ; 

A  thoufand  bufy  tongues  tbe  Goddefs  bears, 

And  thoufand  open  eyes,  and  thoufand  hft'ning  ears, 

Beneath,  in  order  rang'd,  the  tuneful  Nine 

(Her  virgin  handmaids)  dill  attend  the  fhrine  : 

Vv'ith  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  nx'cl,   they  fmg  ; 

For  Fame  they  raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  flring  : 

\Viih  time's  firft  binh  began  the  heavenly  lays, 

Aud  laft  eternal  thro*  the  length  of  days. 

Around 
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Around  thefe  wonders  as  I  caft  a  look, 
The  trumpet  founded,  and  the  temple  (hook  \ 
And  all  trie  nations,  fummon'd  at  the  cail, 
Fro*m  different  quarters  fill  the  crowded  hall  : 
Of  various  tongues  the  mingled  {ounds  were  heard; 
In  various  garbs  promifcuous  throngs  appear'd  ;. 
Thick  as  the  bees  that  with  the  fpring  renew 
'1  heir  flow'ry  toils,  and  fip  the  fragrent  dew, 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  firft  tempt  the  Iky, 
O'er  dufky  fields  and  (haded  waters  fly. 
Or  fettling  feize  the  fweets  the  bloflbms  yield, 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  fuppliant  crowds  the  fhrine  attend, 
And  all  degrees  before  the  Goddefs  bend  ; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  fage, 
And  boafting  youth,  and  narrative  old  age. 
Their  pleas  were  diff'rent,  their  requefl  the  fames 
For  good  and.  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 
Some  ftie  diigrac'd,  and  fome  with  honours  crown *d  \ 
Unlike  fuccefles  equal  merits  found. 
1  hus  her  blind  fifter,  fickle  Fortune,  reigns  ; 
And,  undifcerning,  fcatters  crowns  and  chains. 

FirR  at  the  fhrine  the  learned  world  appear, 
And  to  the  Goddefs  thus  prefer  their  pray'r  : 
Long  have  we  fought  t'  inftruft  and  pleafe  mankind^ 
With  Itudies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind  ; 
•  But  thank'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none, 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  fuperior  throne. 


On 
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On  wit  and  learning  the  juft  prize  beftow  ; 
For  Fame  is  all  we  muft  expeft  below. 

The  Goddefs  heard,  and  bade  the  Mufes  raife 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praife  : 
From  pole  to  pole  the  winds  dirFufe  rhe  found, 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around  ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud  : 
The  notes  at  firft  were  rather  fweet  than  loud  ; 
By  juft  degrees  they  ev'ry  moment  rife. 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  and  gain  upon  the  flues. 
At  ev'ry  breath  were  balmy  odours  med, 
Which  ftill  grew  fweeter  as  they  wider  fpread  : 
Lefs  fragrant  fcents  th'  unfolding  rofe  exhales, 
Or  fpices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 

Next  thefe  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train, 
Thus  on  their  knees  addrefs  the  facred  fane  : 
Since  living  virtue  is  with  envy  curs'd, 
Add  the  beft  men  are  treated  like  the  worft, 
Do  thou,  juft  Goddefs,  call  our  merits  forth, 
And  give  each  deed  th'  exaft  intrinsic  worth. 
Not  with  bare  juftice  fhall  your  aft  be  crown'd 
(Said  Fame)  but  high  above  defert  renown'd  : 
Let  fuller  notes  th'  applauding  world  amaze, 
And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praife. 

This  hand  difmifs'd,  behold  another  crowd 
Preferr'd  the  famerequeft,  and  lowly  bow'd  ; 
The  conftant  tenour  of  whofe  well-fpent  days 
No  lefs  de/erv'd  a  juft  return  of  praife. 


But 
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But  ftraight  the  direful  trump  of  {lander  founds  5 
Thro'  the  big  dome  the  doubling  thunder  bounds  j 
Loud  as  the  burft  of  cannon  rends  the  flues, 
The  dire  report  thro*  ev'ry  region  flies  ; 
Jn  ev'ry  ear,  inceflant  rumours  rung, 
And  gath'ring  fcandals  grew  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufly  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke  : 
The  pois'nous  vapour  blots  the  purple  flues, 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  ii  flies. 

A  troop  came  next  who  crowns  and  armour  wore, 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore  : 
For  thee  (they  cried)  amidfl  alarms  and  ftrife 
We  faiPd  in  tempefts  down  the  ftream  of  life  ; 
For  thee  whole  nations  filPd  with  flames  arid  blood, 
And  fwam  to  empire  thro'  the  purple  flood. 
Thofe  ills  we  dat'd  thy  infpiration  own  ; 
\Vhat  virtue  feem'd,  was  done  for  thee  alone. 
Ambitious  fools  !  (the  Queen  replied,  and  frown'd) 
Be  all  your  afts  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd  : 
There  fleep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone; 
Your  ftatues  moulder'd,  and  your  names  unknown  ! 
A  fudden  cloud  ftraight  fnatch'd  them  from  my  fight, 
And  each  maje&ic  phantom  funk  in  night. 

Then  came  the  fmalleft  tribe  I  yet  had  fcen  ; 
Plain  was  their  drefs,  and  modeft  was  their  mien. 
Great  idol  of  mankind  !  we  neither  claim 
The  praife  of  merit,  nor  afpire  to  fame  ! 


But 
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But  fave  in  defarts  from  th'  applaufe  of  men, 

Would  die  unheard  of,  as  we  liv'd  unfeen. 

'Tis  all  we  beg  ihee,  to  conceal  from  fight 

Thofe  afts  of  goodnefs  which  themfelves  requite. 

O  let  us  ftill  the  fee  ret  joy  partake, 

To  follow  virtue  even  for  virtue's  fake. 

And  live  there  men  who  flight  immortal  fame? 

Who  then  with  incenfe  fhall  adore  our  name  ? 

But,  mortals  !   know,  'tis  ftill  our  greatefl  pride 

To  blaze  thofe  virtues  which  the  good  would  hide. 
Rife  !  mufes,  rife  !  add  all  your  tuneful  breath  j 

Thefe  muft  not  fleep  in  darknefs  and  in  death. 
She  faid  :   in  air  the  trembling  mufic  floats, 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  fwell  rhe  notes  ; 
So  foft  tho'  high,  fo  loud  and  yet  fo  clear, 
Even  lift'ning  angels  lean  from  heaven  to  hear  t 
To  furtheft  fhores  th'  ambrofial  fpirit  flies. 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  fkies. 

Next  thefe,  a  yonthful  train  their  vows  exprefs'c?, 
With  feathers  crown'd,  with  gay  embroid'ry  drefs'd  : 
Hither,  they  cried,  direft  your  eyes,  and  fee 
The  men  of  pleafure,  drefs,  and  gallantry  ; 
Ours  is  the  place  at  banquets,  balls,  and  plays ; 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days ; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pleafingcare 
To  pay  due  vifits,  and  addrefs  the  fair  : 
In  fa£l,  'tis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  perfuade, 
But  ftill  in  fancy  vanquiuVd  ev'ry  maid; 

Of 
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Of  unknown  duchefles  lewd  tales  we  tell ; 
Yet,  would  the  world  believe  us,  all  were  well. 
The  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name  ; 
And  what  we  want  in  pleafure,  grant  in  fame. 

The  queen  aflents,  the  trumpet  rends  the  fkies. 
And  at  each  blaft  a  lady's  honour  dies. 

Pleas'd  with  the  ftrange  fuccefs,  vaft  numbers  prefs'i 
Around  the  flirine,  and  made  the  fame  requeft  : 
What  you  ((he  cried)  unlearn'd  in  arts  to  pleafe, 
Slaves  to  yourfelf,  and  even  fatigued  with  eafe, 
Who  lofe  a  length  of  undeferving  days 
Would  you  ufurp  the  lover's  dear-bought  praife? 
To  juft  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  fall  ; 
The  people's  fable,  and  the  fcorn  of  all  ! 
*  Straight  the  black  clarion  fends  a  horrid  found, 
Loud  laughs  burft  out,  and  bitter  feoffs  fly  round  ; 
Whifpers  are  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud, 
And  fcornful  hides  run  thro'  all  the  crowd, 

Laft,  thofe  who  boaft  of  mighty  mifchiefs  done, 
Enflave  their  country,  or  ufury  a  throne  ; 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  lay'd 
On  fov'reigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray'd  ; 
Calm  thinking  villains,  whom  no  faith  could  fix, 
Of  crooked  counfcls  and  dark  politics — 
Of  thefe  a  gloomy  tribe  furround  the  throne, 
And  beg  to  make  th'  immortal  treafons  known. 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire, 
"With  fparks  that  fcem'd  to  fet  the  world  on  fire. 

At 
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At  the  dread  found  pale  mortals  flood  aghafl, 
And  ftartled  nature  trembled  with  the  blaft. 

This  having  heard  and  feen,  fome  pow'r  unknown 
Straight  chang'd  the  fcene,  and  fnatch'd  me  from  the  throne 
Before  my  view  appear'd  a  ftrufture  fair, 
Its  fcite  uncertain,  it  in  earth  or  air ; 
With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  manfion  round  ; 
With  ceafelefs  noife,  the  ringing  wails  refound  ; 
Not  lefs  in  number  were  the  fpacious  doors 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  fands  upon  the  fliores  ; 
Which  ftill  unfolded  fland,  by  night,  by  day, 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  ev'ry  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  ikies  afcend, 
As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend, 
As  to  the  fea  returning  rivers  roll. 
And  the  touch'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole  ; 
Hither,  as  to  their  proper  place,  arife 
All  various  founds  from  earth,  and  feas,  and  flues, 
Or  fpoke  aloud,  or  whifper'd  in  the  ear ; 
Nor  ever  filence,  reft,  or  peace  is  here. 
As  on  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  cryflal  lakes 
The  finking  (tone  at  firft  a  circle  makes  5 
The  trembling  furface,  by  the  motion  ftirr'd, 
Spreads  in  a  fecond  circle,  then  a  third  ; 
Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advance, 
Fill  all  the  wat'ry  plain,  and  to  the  margin  dance  ; 
ThusevVy  voice  and  found,  when  firft  they  break, 

On  neighb'ring  air  a  foft  impreflion  make  ; 

Ajiother 
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Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move  ; 
That,  in  its  turn,  impels  the  next  above  ; 
Thro*  undulating  air  the  founds  are  fent, 
And  fpread  o'er  all  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard  of  love  and  ftrife. 
Of  peace  and  war,  health,  ficknefs,  death,  and  life  ; 
Of  lofs  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  {lore  ; 
Of  ftorms  at  fea,  and  travels  on  the  fhore  ; 
Of  prodigies,  and  portents  feen  in  air; 
Of  fires  and  plagues,  and  {tars  with  blazing  hair, 
Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  ftate  : 
The  falls  of  fav'rites,  projects  of  the  great  ; 
Of  old  mifmanagemcnt',  taxations  nev,r  : 
Ail  neither  wholly  falfe,  nor  wholly  true. 
t    Above,  below,  without,  within,  around, 
Confus'd,  unnumber'd  multitudes  are  found, 
Who  pafs,  repafs,  advance,  and  glide  away  ; 
Hods  rais'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  : 
Aflrologcrs,  that  future  fates  forefhew  ; 
Projectors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few  ; 
And  priefts,  and  party  zealots,  num'rous  bands, 
With  home-born  lies,  or  tales  from  foreign  lands  ; 
rJEach  talk'd  aloud,  or  in  fome  fecret  place; 
And  wild  impatience  flar'd  in  ev'ry  face. 
</The  flying  rumours  gather'd  as  they  roll'd, 
Scarce  any  tale  was  fooner  heard  than  told  \ 
Vol.  II.  6.  E  And 
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And  all  who  told  it  added  fomething  new, 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too  ; 
In  ev'ry  ear  it  fpread,  on  ev'ry  tongue  it  grew. 
Thus  flying  eaft  and  weft,  and  north  and  fouth, 
News  travell'd  with  increafe  from  mouth  to  mouth, 
So  from-  a  fpark,  that  kindled  firft  by  chance, 
With  gathering  force  the  quick'ning  flames  advance  > 
Till  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  afpire. 
And  tow'rs  and  temples  fink  in  floods  oi  fire. 

When  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  perfection  fprung, 
Full  grown,  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue, 
Thro'  thoufand  vent?,  impatient,  forth  they  flow, 
And  rufh  in  millions  on  the  world  below  ; 
Fame  fits  aloft,  and  points  them  out  their  courfe, 
Their  date  determines,  and  prefcribes  thei:  force; 
Some  to  remain,  and  fome  to  penfti  foon  ; 
Or  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  moon. 
Around  a  thoufand  winged  wonders  fly, 
Born  by  the  trumpet's  blaft,  and  fcatter'd  thro'  the  Iky. 

There,  at  one  paflage,  oft  you  might  furvey 
A  lye  aud  truth  contending  for  the  way  ; 
And  long  'twas  doubtful,  both  fo  clofely  pent, 
W^hich  firft  fhould  iffue  thro'  the  narrow  vent. 
At  laft  agreed,  together  out  they  fly, 
Infeperable  now  the  truth  and  lye  ; 
The  ftrift  companions  are  for  ever  join'd, 
And  this  or  that  unmix'd  no  mortal  e'er  fliall  find. 

"  While 


I     5<     ]        . 
While  thus  I  ftood,  intent  to  fee  and  hear, 

One  came,  methought,  and  whifper'd  in  my  car : 

What  could  thus  high  thy  rafli  ambiiiott  raiie  ? 

Art  thou,  fond  youth,  a  candidate  for  praite  ? 
'Tis  true,  faid  I,  not  void  of  hopes  I  ca-me, 

For  who  fo  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  Fame  ? 

But  few,  alas  !   the  cafual  blefling  boaft, 

So  hard  to  gain,  fo  eafy  to  be  loft. 

How  vain  that  fecond  life  in  others  breath, 

TV  eflate  which  wits  inherit  after  death  ! 

Eafe.  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  rnuft  refign  ; 

Unfure  the  tenure,  but  how  vaft  the  fine  ! 

The  great  man's  curfe,  without  the  gains,  endure  ; 

Be  envied,  wretched — and  be  fhtter'd,  poor  ; 

All  lucklefs  wits  their  enemies  profeft, 

And  allfuccefsful,  jealous  friends  at  belt. 

Nor  fame  I  flight,  nor  for  her  favours  call  ; 

She  comes  unlook'd  for,  if  fhe  comes  at  all. 

But  if  the  purchafe  cofts  fo  dear  a  price 
As  foothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice  ; 
Oh  !   if  the  mufe  muft  flatter  lawlels  fway, 
And  follow  ftill  where  fortune  leads  the  way  ; 
Or  if  no  bafis  bear  my  rifing  name 
But  the  fallen  ruins  of  another's  fame- 
Then  teach  me,  heaven  !  to  fcorn  the  guilty  bays, 
Drive  from  my  bread  that  wretched  luft  of  praife  ; 
UnblemiuVd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  ; 
Qh  grant  an  honeft  fame,  or  grant  me  none  ! 

E 2  GRONGAR 


GRONGAR       HILL, 
By  JOHN  DYER, 


OILE.NT  Nymph  !  with  curious  eye, 

**J   Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 

On  the  mouutain's  lonely  van, 

Beyond  the  n^ife  of  bufy  man, 

Painung  fair  the  form  of  things, 

While  the  yellow  linnet  fings  ; 

Or  the  tunefu1  nightingale  • 

Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale  ; 

Come,  with  all  thy  various  hues, 

Come,  and  aid  thy  fitter  Mufe. 

Now,,  while  Phoebus  riding  high, 

Gives  luflre  to  the  land  and  fky, 

Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong, 

Draw  the  landfcape  bright  and  flrongs 

Grongar!   in  whofe  mofTy  cells, 

Sweetly  mufmg  Quiet  dwells  j 

Grongar  !   in  whofe  filent  {hade, 

For  the  modefl  Mufes  made, 

So  ofc  I  have,  the  evening  dill, 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill, 

Sat  upon  a  flow'ry  bed, 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head, 

While  11  ray  'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood, 

Over  mead  and  over  wood, 
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From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill, 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  checquer'd  fides  I  wind, 

And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind ; 

And  grjves.and  grottos,  where  I  lay, 

And  viilos  (hooting  beams  of  day. 

\Vide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale, 

As  circles  on  afmooth  canal  : 

The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate  ! 

Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height, 

"Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  flues, 

And  lefTen  as  the  others  rife. 

Still  the  prdfpeft  wider  fpreads. 

Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads ; 

Still  it  widens,  widen*  ftill, 

And  finks  the  nevvly-rifen  hill. 

Now  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
What  a  landfcape  lies  below  ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapours,  intervene; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene 
Does  the  face  of  nature  mew 
In  all  the  hues  of  heaven's  bow  ; 
And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light, 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight. 

Old  caftles  on  the  cliffs  arife, 
Proudly  tow'ring  in  the  Ikies ; 
Rufhingfrom  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires ; 

E3  Half 
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Half  his  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads, 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks. 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife, 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes  : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue, 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew  : 
The  {lender  fir  that  taper  grows, 
The  (lurdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  boughs  ; 
And,  beyond  the  purple  grove. 
Haunt  of  Phillis,  queen  of  love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  op'ning  dawn, 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn, 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  deep  and  high, 
Holds  and  charms  the  wand'ring  eye. 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood  ; 
His  fides  are  cloth'd  wiih  waving  wood  ; 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow, 
That  caft  an  awful  look  below  ; 
"Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keep  : 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  kind 
On  mutual  dependence  find' 

'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode, 
'Tis  now  tk'  apartment  of  the  toad ; 

And 
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And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds. 
And  there  the  pois'nous  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'd  in  ruins,  mofs,  and  weeds  i 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls. 
Yet  time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow, 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  complete, 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  Rate  : 
But  tranfient  is  the  imiie  of  Fate ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's  day, 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 

And  fee  the  rivers,  how  they  run 
Thro'  woods  and  meads,  in  {hade  and  fun  ! 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow, 
Wave  fucceeding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  deep  ! 
Thus  is  Nature's  veflure  wrought, 
To  inftruft  our  wand'ring  thought  ; 
Thus  (he  drefles  green  and  gay, 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 

Ever  charming,  ever  new, 
When  will  the  bndfcape  tire  the  view  ! 
The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow, 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low  ; 
The  windy  fummit,  wild  aod  high, 

Roughly 
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Roughly  rufhing  on  the  fky  ! 
The  pleafent  feat,  the  ruin'd  tow'r, 
The  naked  rock,  the  fhady  bow'r  ; 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm, 
Each  gives  each  a  double  charm, 
As  pearls  upon  an  Ethiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide, 
Where  the  profpeft  opens  wide, 
Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide. 
How  clofe  and  fniall  the  hedges  lie  ! 
What  ftreaks  of  meadow  crofs  the  eye  ; 
A  ftep,  methinks,  may  pafs  the  ftream. 
So  little  diflant  dangers  feem  ; 
So  we  miftake  the  future's  face, 
Eyed  thro'  hope's  deluding  glafs. 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  far, 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air, 
"Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near. 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear  ; 
Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way  ; 
Theprefent's  flill  a  cloudy  day, 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee  ! 
Content  me  with  an  humble  {hade, 
My  paflions  tam'd,  my  wifheslaid; 
For  while  our  wilhes  wildly  roll, 
We  banifli  quiet  from  the  foul : 
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'Tis  thus  the  bufy  fan  the  air, 
And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  run  high, 
As  on  the  mountain  turf  I  lie : 
While  the  wanton  zephyr  fings, 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep  ; 
While  the  ftiepherd  charms  his  flieep; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly, 
And  with  mufic  fill  the  fky, 
Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts  !  be  great  who  will ; 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  {kill ; 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door, 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor  : 
In  vain  ye  fearch,  fhe  is  not  there  ; 
In  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  Care ! 
Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads, 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads, 
Along  with  Pleafure  clofe  allied, 
Evet  by  each  other's  fide  ; 
And  often,  by  the  murm'ring  rill, 
Hears  the  thrufh,  while  all  is  flill, 
Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill, 
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SOUL       IN       SORROW, 


By  DR.  PARNELL.      - 

"TX  7ITH  kind  compaflion  hear  my  cry, 
*  V     O,  Jefu,   Lord  of  Life,  on  high  ! 
As3  when  the  fummer's  feafons  beat 
Wiih  fcorching  flame  and  parching  heat, 
The  trees  are  burnt,   the  flowers  fade, 
And  thirfly  gaps  in  earth  are  made  ; 
My  thoughts  of  comfort  languifh  fo, 
And  fo  my  foul  is  broke  by  woe. 
Then  on  thy  fervant's  drooping  head 
Thy  dews  of  ble  fling  fweetly  fhed  ; 
Let  thofe  a  quick  refreflitnent  give, 
And  raife  my  mind,  and  bid  me  live* 
My  fears  of  danger,  while  I  breathe. 
My  dread  of  endlefs  hell  beneath ; 
My  fenfe  of  forrow  for  my  fin, 
To  fpringing  comfort,  change  within  ; 
Change  all  my  fad  complaints  for  eafe, 
To  cheerful  notes  of  endlefs  praife  ; 
Nor  let  a  tear  mine  eyes  employ, 
But  fuch  as  owe  their  birth  to  joy  : 
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Joy  tranfporting,  fweet  and  ftrong, 

Fit  to  fill  and  raife  my  fong  ; 

Joy  that  (hall  refounded  be, 

While  days  and  nights  fucceedfor  me» 

Be  not  as  a-Judge  fevere, 

For  fo  thy  prefence  who  may  bear  ? 

On  alt  my  words  and  aftions  look, 

(I  know  they're  written  in  thy  book  ; 

But  then  regard  my  mournful  cry, 

And  look  with  mercy's  gracious  eye. 

What  needs  my  blood,  fince  thine  will  do, 

To  pay  the  debt  to  Juftice  due  ? 

O,  render  mercy's  art  divine! 

Thy  ibrrow  proves  the  cure  of  mine  ! 

Thy  dropping  wounds,  thy  woeful  fmarf, 

Allay  the  bleedings  of  my  heart : 

Thy  deach,  in  death's  extreme  of  pain, 

Reftores  my  foul  to  life  again. 

Guide  me  then,  for  here  I  burn, 

To  make  my  Saviour  fome  return. 

I'll  rife  (if  that  will  pleafe  him,  flill  : 

And  fure  I've  heard  him  own  it  will); 

I'll  trace  his  fteps,  and  bear  my  crofs, 

Defpifmg  every  grief  and  lofs  ; 

Since  he,  defpifing-pain  and  fhame, 

Firft  took  up  his,  and  did  the  fame, 

PIETY, 
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PIETY.' 
By    DR.    YOUNG. 

/r~\N  piety  humanity  is  built  ; 

^7^   And,  on  humanity,  much  happinefs ; 

And  yet  ftill  more  on  piety  itfelf. 

A  foul  in  commerce  with  her  God,  is  heaven  ; 

Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  (hocks  of  life  ; 

whirls  of  paffions,  and  the  ftrokes  of  heart, 
A  Deity  believ'd,  is  joy  begun  J 
A  Deity  ador'd,  is  joy  advanc'J ; 
^  A  Deity  belov'd,  is  joy  matur'd. 
Each  branch  of  piety  delight  infpires  : 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  -this  world  to  the  next, 
O'er  death's  dark  gulph,  and  all  its  horror  hides  ; 
Praife,  the  fweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 

joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  fweeter  ftill  ; 
ay'r  ardent  opens  heaven,  lets  down  a  dream 
JjQlf  glory  on  the  confecrated  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 
Whoworfhips  the  Great  God,  that  inftant  joins 
he  firft  in  heaven,  and  fetshis  foot  on  hell. 
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